
Sean O’Faolain 


Storks of Sean O’Faolain 

> 

Penguin Books 



Penguin Books Ltd, Harmondsworth, 

Middlesex, England 

Penguin Books, 62f Madison Avenue, 

New Yoric, New Yoric 10022, U.S.A. 

Penguin Books Australia Ltd, Ringwood, 

Victoria, Australia 

Penguin Books Canada Ltd, 41 Steelcase Road West, 

Markham, Ontario, Canada 
Pengum Books (N Z.) Ltd, 

182-190 Wairau Road, Auckland lo. 

New Zealand 

First published by the Viking Pr^ 1932 
Published in Penguin Books 1970 
Reprinted 1977 

Copyright © The Viking Press 1932, 1938 

Cop^ght © The Devm-Adair Company, 1948 

Copyright © Sean O’Faolaln, i 94 i> I 949 t 1954 . 1956, 1957 

The author vvishes to thank the following 
for permission to reprint matenal which first 
appeared in their pages; Atlantic Monthly ; 

Commonweal ; Kenyon Beriew; New Americaa 
Library; Tomorrow (copynght 1948 by 
Garr^ Publications, dll rights reserved); 

Yale Review, 

Made and printed in Great Britain 
by Hazell Watson & Vmey Ltd, 

Aylesbury, Bucks 
Set m Linotype Juhana 

Except in the Umted States of America, 
this book is sold subject to the condition 
that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, 
be lent, re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated 
without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of 
binding or cover other than that in which it is 
published and without a similar condition 
including this condition being imposed 
On the subsequent purchaser 



To My Wife 




Contents 


Foreword 9 

Midsummer Night Madness 15 

Fugue 49 

The Patriot 65 

A Broken World 85 

The Old Master 97 

Sinners 107 

Admirmg the Scenery 117 

A Bom Genius 126 

Disoird 152 

The Confessional 160 

Mother Matilda's Book 164 

One True Fnend 176 

The Man Who Invented Sin 184 

Teresa 197 

Unholy Livmg and Half D)dng 2-14 

Up the Bare Stairs 224 

The Judas Touch 235 

The Trout 241 

The Fur Coat 245 

The End of a Good Man 25 2 

The Silence of the V alley 259 

The End of the Record 279 

Lord and Master 284 

Persecution Mama 298 

An Endurmg Friendship 3^4 

Chddybawn 311 

hovers of the Lake 323 




I must, if only in self-defence, tell the reader of this volume that it 
opens with three stones from my first book of stones. Midsummer 
Night Madness, and that although I have chosen them because I 
hke them very much they contain thmgs that make me smile 
today - and, yet, I have b^n unwilling to rewnte them. I should 
like to explain why. They belong to a penod, my twenties. They 
are very romantic, as their weighted style shows I should have to 
change my nature if I were to change the style, which is fuU of 
romantic words, such as dawn, dew, onwards, youth, world, 
adamant or dusk; of metaphors and abstractions; of personaliza- 
tions and sensations which belong to the author rather than to 
the characters. They also contam many of those most romantic 
of all words, and and but, which are words that are part of the 
attempt to carry on and expand the effect after the sense has been 
given Writers who put down the essential thing, without any 
cocoon about it, do not need these ands and buts. The thmg is 
given and there it hes; whereas the writer who luxunates goes on 
with the echoes of his first image or idea. His emotions and his 
thoughts dilate, the style dilates with them, and m the end he is 
trymg to write a kmd of verbal music to convey feelmgs that the 
mere sense of the words cannot give. He is chasing the mexpres- 
sible. He is interested mainly m his own devouring daemon He is, 
as I was m my romantic twenties, drowned in himself French 
wnters, on the other hand, often spoil their stories by adding too 
much analysis m their obsessive pursuit of clanty at all costs. 
Hemmgway is the real man He wntes short sentences because 
with his genius for seizmg on the essential he can also seize on 
the simple image to convey what he wants to say If we sometimes 
think that he is saymg something obvious that may well be 
because only a man of genius can see and say what, once he has 
seen and said it, we flatter him by thinkmg of as obvious. 
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When I was in my twenties I did not know from Adam what I 
wanted to say. I had no grasp at all of the real world, of real 
people. I had met and mingled with them, argued with them, lived 
with them, shared danger with them. They were mysteries to me. 
I could only try to convey my astonishment and dehght at the 
strangeness of this bewildering thing called life. Besides, when I 
wrote Tugue’, my first successful story, in 1927, 1 had come out 
of an expenence which had left me dazed - the revolutionary 
penod m Ireland. Not that it was really an expenence as I now 
understand that word. It was too filled with dreams and ideals and 


a sense of dedication to be an experience in the meaning of things 
perceived, understood and remembered. I perceived all nght, I 
remembered all nght, but it had aU been far too much to under- 
stand; espeaally the disillusion at the end of it all, for, as few 
people who are not Irish now remember, that revolutionary penod 
ended in a avd war, and avil war is of all wars the most difidcult 
for its partiapants to understand. Besides, as I found myself yester- 
day makmg a character in a novel I am wntmg say, Tt's a temble 
and lovely thing to look at the face of Death when you are young, 
but it unfits a man for the long humiliation of life.* 

I suppose that is why those early stones were full of romantic 
boss-words like dawn. At that time if you said dawn to me my 
mouth would begin to dribble, like Faulkner whenever he thinks 
of the word avatar. Dawn is not a prose wnter*s word. I doubt if 
it IS any longer a decent word for even a poet to use. It is a sound- 
ing v/ord, a rhetoncal word. Words like that are all nght for 
Frenchmen They are able to use rhetonc as if it were not rhetoric; 


we are not (The other day a producer said to me, T’m doing a 
French play. Every time one of the characters makes a speech I 
want to make him stand with his back to the audience. Otherwise 
he seems as if he were about to take off in an airplane.’) But those 
first stones I wrote were aU the time trying to take off m an 
airplane. Fugue , as the reader will note, ends up with a Pegasus 
e^p into vene. It is a very lovely story. I wish I felt hke that now. 

^ It is so much easier to be romantic if you are romantic by 
much more cosy . Anyway, all this is just to explam 
r 1 mwntten these early stories. J dare not. It would 

fn ^ story is hke a picture, caught in the flick of a camera’s 
nggtr, that comes nearer and nearer to danty in the bath of 
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wholly different literary style (pious, holy, prudent, sterling, 
gorsoons, lassies, maidens, sacred, traditional, forefathers, mothers, 
grandmothers, ancestors, deep-rooted, olden^ venerable, traditions, 
Gaelic, timeworn and immemorial) to dodge more awkwarisoaal, 
moral and political problems than any coimtry might, with con- 
siderable courage, hope to solve m a. century of ruthless thinking. 
This ambivalence, once perceived, demanded a totally new ap- 
proach. I have been trying to define it ever since. For, as long as 
we were aU m a splendidly romantic-idealistic fervour about Ire- 
land we could all write romantically, or ideahsticaUy, about Ire- 
land, as Sean O'Casey did (He is sometimes called and probably 
thinks himself a reahst but he is actually the biggest old romantic 
we ever produced.) Or if we were all bemg realistic we could wnte 
in the reahst tradition. But for any kmd of realist to write about 
people with romantic souls is a most tricky and difficult business, 
even when he is a Stendhal gifted with a lovely irony, a Chekhov 
holdmg on firmly to the stem morahty of the doctor, a Turgenev 
informed by an intelligent humanism, or an E. M Forster blessed 
with a talent for qmet raillery. If one has not some such gift the 
subject IS an almost certam pitfaU. (Think of what happened to 
Hemmgway with his romantic colonel and contessina!) But 
when It comes to writing about people who, like the Insh of our 
day, combme beautiful, palpitatmg tea-rose souls with hard, coolly 
calculatmg heads, there does not seem to be any way at all of writ- 
ing about them except satirically or angnly. Once a ■writer’s eye 
gets chilly about then beautiful souls he becomes hke the only 
sober man at a drunken party, and the only decent t hin g for him 
to do then is either to get blmd drunk with the rest of the boys (all 
smging in chorus, TU take you home agam, Kathl-ee-eeen’) or else 
to go home and scmb hims^ dean in a ragmg satire on the whole 
boilmg lot of them. 

The reader may recognize a few mildly tentative efforts in this 
direction m the last few stones in this book. They started out to 
be satmcaT, they mostly failed dismally to be satmcal; largely I 
presume - 1 observe it to my dismay and I confess it to my shame - 
b^use I still have much too soft a comer for the old land. For all 
ow I may be stdl a besotted romantic ! Some day I may man- 
age to dishke my countrymen suffidently to satirize them; but I 



gravely doubt it - curse them I However, as D. H. Lawrence said, 
one*s passion is always searching for some form that wiU express 
or hold it better, letting none of it leak away. And one is always 
searching for different forms, smce otherwise one’s passion would 
have the same form from birth to death, which would merely mean 
that one had got stuck, or given up, or agreed to compromise on 
some easy formula somewhere along the line, and that would be 
premature death, since not to change is to die though still appar- 
ently ahve. 

One thing I jSnd very chastening as I look at this gathermg of 
short stories : the thought that although I began wntmg in 1927 
- that IS, really writing, writmg well - and have since wntten lots 
of other books (far too many of them) ah I have to show for all 
those years by way of short stones - or, at least, all I am content to 
show - IS some thirty titles I One thinks of writers like George 
Sand pouring out volume after volume while - as Colette observed, 
enviously, wondering how on earth she managed it - never once 
neglecting a love affair, never missing one puff of her hookah, 
never denying herself any expenence that came her way. 

I think of the tune when I wanted to be another Balzac ! I saw 
myself scnbbling away madly while the printer’s devil stood by 
my desk pickmg up the pages of gemus and running off with them 
to the prmtmg press while the ink was still wet. I must have been 
very young then When I got down to the busmess of wntmg I 
found that half the art of wntmg is rewntmg, and I would be 
happy if I achieved two hundred words of lapidary prose in a day, 
(Imagine, dear reader, that you see me shruggmg ) 

I know now that four fifths of Balzac’s sixty-odd volumes are far 
from bemg works of gemus. Would all that Stendhal churned out 
fit mto an eight-foot shelf? Woiild all of it that is worth while fill 
a two-foot shelf? Story after story by Maupassant is journeyman 
stuff. I can now reread only the Cheliovs that I have ticked off on 
the contents pages And can anybody hving, other than some rare 
student, lay his hand on his heart and say he has read all of George 
Sand? I have learned in my thuty-odd years of senous wntmg 
only one sure lesson : that stones, hke whiskey, must be allowed 
to mature m the cask And that takes so much time ! Oh, dear I 
Why do they teU us in our youth tliat there are twenty-four hours 
in a day, seven days in a week, and fifty- t^vo weeks in a year^ 
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Balzac, indeed I I shall be content if half a dozen, if even three or 
four of my stones that have taken thirty years to "write are 
remembered fifty years hence. 


Dublin 


Sean OTaoIain 



ing in the damp night air. And all about me the dead silence of 
the coimng mght, the heavy silence, drowsy with the odours of 
the mght flowers and the cut meadows, unless a Htde stream 
tackled over the road and my wheels made a great double splash 
as they crossed it, 

I was on my way to the townlands of Farrane and Kilcrea, to 
see why to all appearances the local battahon had been completely 
inactive for the last three or four months. That portion of my 
task I did not relish, for I had known and been friendly with 
Stevey Long, the commandant, ever smce the chances of revolu- 
tion threw us together. Still, I should be free of the open fields for 
a few days, and there was enough romance left in the revolution 
or me to be exated at the thought that I was to stay at a house I 
a known and wondered at smce childhood j I might even see 

^ ahve, its strange mad owner whom as 

c en we thought more terrifying than any of the ogres in the 

fairy books - old Henn of Henn HaU. 

I could hardly credit that he was still ahve, for even when we 
were very young my mother always spoke of him as ‘that old divil 

hvmg up there all alone, m 
^ ^ ^ hooky-rawky^ of a house, never married 

^ ^ marriage with some woman or other. He 

wivpcVrJ'^ ^^®^eve, with women of his own class, officers" 

used to Mil B — » or Cork, or perhaps with what we 

hunt Riii- women’ from some neighbourmg or English 

particular s!-^ by his later life, he cannot have been over- 
bondon trollnn^^ ^ ^ choice of women, and many a tmted 
dom at the walked his fields, lookmg in utter bore- 

trees, S SfSe “ ‘1 

-..a V bewL“ Henn and hi. hail, and Ireland 



thc-atres and stuffv h ’ familiar bved smells of gasht 

cf the body - wnm ^ man who Hved by the thmgs 

mother often t' fishmg, shootmg. 

Inc ads v/ere rehi ^ ^ ^ ^ crowd of schoolgirl 

autumn afternoon tu ^ brsV Communion one cold 

nver to their ho entered his fields to take a short way by 
1 6 removing their new shoes and stockings 



as they always did when they left the high road. They came on 
Henn - and he was a grown man then - standing in his pelt by 
the river, ready for a swim. She used to shudder as she told how 
he chased them, and they ran from him, screammg with fear, 
throwing away the new shoes and stockmgs as they ran, their legs 
all tom on the withered rushes of the bog and the furzed hedge- 
tops, not darmg to look back to see if the naked ‘madman" were 
catching up with them, until, as she said, they had left his fields 
‘forty mdes behmd", and panting and exhausted they ran mto 
their homes. Henn must have been dehghted with his frohc, and 
I can see him, running back for his swim, his long legs and his 
long neck, that gave him the mckname of Henn's Neck, cutting 
through the air as he ran. He must have been espeaally delighted 
when in the late evening the fathers and brothers of the children 
came looking here and there timidly for the httle blue or red 
socks and the black shoes. It was only one of many such escapades 
that spread the name and legend of madness that climg to hun 
throu^ his hfe. We needed few such wammgs to avoid hun and 
his estate. We used to say to each other, somebody"s warning half 
understood, that if Henn caught a little girl ‘he'd salt her", and we 
went in mortal terror of hun and his salting for years. We used to 
say that he had wires hidden under his fields and if you crossed 
even one of his ditches bells would ring up m the haH and he 
would come gallopmg on a white horse with his hungry hoimds 
to salt you. 

It was a wonderful old house to look at, sitting up on its own 
high hill, its two gable chimneys like two cocked ears and all its 
empty wmdows gazmg wide-eyed down the nver valley - very 
tall, with a wide door whose steps curled down and around like 
moustaches. The fagade was a pale ram-faded pink at the end, but 
it was often called The Red House, and if it was ever really red 
It must have been visible for miles to anyone driving westward to 
Crookstown along the valley, followmg ihe httle nver and its dark 
Ime of woods Yet, as I tned to recall it now, only one impression 
remained, for we came mto the city when I was qmte young and 
there I soon forgot the hall. But at least two or three tunes after- 
wards my father took me on an unusually long walk m that 
duection and each time when he returned he said to my mother, 
"We could just see The Red House up the valley beyond Kilna- 
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glory*; and each time she said, *Glory be to God, I wonder is that 
old divil ahve yet?’ and told us all over agam how he chased them 
in his pelt when they were little children. 

One of these walks was on a soft wintry day with packed clouds 
threatening to drop rain every mmute, and the Lee and the Bnde 
m flood, and the tall bare beeches with the rooks’ nests in their 
tiptops swayed and swung in the hard wind. The roads were 
muddy in places and there were many potholes full of rain or 
hqmd dung and they were all wrinkled m the breeze and the 
flooded nver ran frothmg and brown by the very edge of the road. 
Off up the sodden valley, high on its rounded hill, sat Henn’s 
house, and it was really more red than pink that day because of 
the ram, and as we looked at it one sohtary wmdow showed a 
hght. At the same time the cold yellow sky behind it was tummg 
to a most marvellous red as of blood, and the scarlet hght blackened 
every leafless twig and tree trunk that stood against it and every 
ditch and scooped nverbank, and lastly the road and the very sky 
itself became swarthy, and there was hght only in the waves 
curlmg the river and the potholes of the road. When the sohtary 
window shone, my father said, That’s old Henn'. I pictured him 
as an old man with a beard and long claw-hands half into the 
glowmg ashes, so that I said, 1 think, Father, it's gomg to be 
thunder and lightning,’ and he looked and said, ‘It might,’ and 
to my joy we turned our backs on Henn and his house and faced 
for the hghts and the crowds and the shop windows of the 
aty. 

Really, I am sure, that was not Henn; he would have been down 
at the bridge head with his rods and his basket and his giUie. But 
whenever those same winter rains streamed down the curtamless 
windows now, would he not have to stand watchmg, back bent - 
if mdeed he still lived — shivenng in the bay, and return to crouch 
sadly - not so far removed from my rbddi5; h picture of bun — over 
his perpetual summer-to-summer fire? 

You may pity him as I tell you of him, but I, riding along the 
arkiing lanes that night, had nothing in my heart for him but 
ate. He was one of the class that had battened for too long on our 
peop e. I was pleased to think that if he hved he hved only in 
^ ^^d any phydque left now he would need it aU 

ct even the coarsest women. No London hght-o’-love would 



be attracted to his ruin of a house now for other reasons; the 
fanner;?’ daughters for nules around would shun him like the 
plague; and even maids who came from a distance would not be 
in the place a day without hearmg all about him from the neigh- 
bours. Perhaps the travelhng tinker-women would have to suffice? 
But, thinking of the big House, with its terraced lawns, and 
its cypresses and its yews, and its great five-mile estate waU, aU 
bmlt by the first Henn, the foimder not only of his hne but of an 
industry - glassmaking, and long smce disappeared from Ireland 
- 1 could not believe that even such a house would fall so low. 

As I came to a crossways where my road dropped swiftly down- 
hill the tentmg chestnuts filled the lanes with darkness, and under 
my wheels the laid dust was soft as velvet. Before I took this last 
turn on my way I looked back the road I had come and saw up- 
thrown behind the hill the distant glow of the aty’s hghts, a 
furnace glow that made me realize how near and how far were the 
roofs and chimneys I had left But as I looked I saw, too, how the 
clouds were gathering like pale flowers over the mky sky and even 
as I dropped silently downhill the first drops beat the fronded 
layers above. On my left, high as two men, rose the estate walls 
that had once kept the whole countryside at bay, but could not 
now (gapped and crumbhng) keep a fox out or a chicken m. I 
passed two great entrance gates simk m the weeds. Then the pale 
ghostlike pdlars of the third gate came into view across a gap m 
the tunnel where the rain was beatmg down the dust, gradually 
changing its pattering blows for the hissing sound of a real down- 
pour Head bowed I raced aaoss the unsheltered patch and edged 
my bicycle through the creakmg gate and was just abreast of the 
httle Gothic door of the lodge when it swung open and a woman 
stepped suddenly through the laurels and caught my arm, saying 
roughly and passionately as she did so : 

‘Stevey, why did you go away? Henn was down again tomght 
Stevey, I . . ." 

The ram beat down on us, blotting out stars and moon alike. 

Then she saw her mistake, and dropped my hand. 

I’m sorry,’ she said. T thought . . 

I laughed to put her at her ease. 

Tou thought I was Stevey Long.* 
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She turned and went back to the door and seeing me, from there, 
look after her she cried out roughly : 

‘GoonT 

And because I was slow in moving for all the falling rain, she 
cried agam: 

'Go on about your business ! Go on I* 

‘What a rough creature P I was saying to myself as I began to 
wheel my bicycle up the avenue when I heard her steps be hin d me. 
She beckoned and drew me back into the shadow of one of the 
sheltenng trees beside the little house, leaned insmuatingly close 
to me, fingering my lapel, and said in a hollow mannish voice : 

Tou know Stevey Long ?* 

'Yes, of course, I do.' 


Are you the boy he was bringing to the hall to stay?' 
'Yes.' 


‘He told me about you. You know him weU, don't you?' 

*1 know Stevey for a long time.' / 

*He told me you were m jail with him once.' 

‘Did he teU you that? I was. Oh, yes I Stevey and I had many 
a bout together.' 

She paused. Then in a low, trembling voice she said, ‘Do you 
know his girl?' ^ 

‘His girl?' 

‘Yes. He told me all about her. He said you know her too. Tell 
me . where is she?' 

Her voice was stramed against the leash. I did not want to be 
cau^ght by her country trickery, and I looked into her face by the 

gnt ot the httle wmdow, from eye to eye searchmg for the truth. 
Semg me hesitate she caught my arm fiercely. 

lellmel' 


^y, I suppose you are Stevey's girl,' I bantered. 

^ she? Oh, for 

Lhnst s sake, go on and tell me !' 

I arms now, her full bosom almost touch- 

^ could see the pouches under her 
fLow down wet and sensual, the httle angry 

? I the heavy leavi 

from tiie they scattered benediction on us the hght 

trom the httle Gothic window shone on these wet leaves, and on 



her bosom and chest and knees. Por a second I thought her blue 
apron drooped over her too nch, too wide hips. Smce I did not 
speak she shook me like a dog and growled at me as fiercely as a 
dog. 

‘I don^t know/ I said. *She just sent letters to us, to Stevey, of 
course, and cigarettes and fruit and thmgs - that’s all. I don’t 
knowl’ 

She threw me away so that I all but stumbled over my bike. 

1 knew It was true,' she moaned. ‘I knew it was true when they 
said It.’ 

‘But anyone might write him a letter . . .’ 

‘He denied it. He denied he ever got a letter from her.^ In open 
country it is surpnsmg how the voice sometimes echoes Under 
those trees her voice resounded so that I feared she would be heard 
up at the hall or down in the village. ‘The har I He’s gomg to 
marry that wan. That’s the wan he wants. The shcut I And look 
what he’s gomg to do now !’ 

Her great bosom rose and fell in rage. 

‘Do ?’ I asked. ‘What is he gomg to do 

‘Who’d mmd Henn? I ought to know. But Stevey I With his 
grand talk ! He said he’d never harm me. But I won’t marry him 1 
I won’t marry him 1 1 won’t 1 1 won’t T 

And she turned and ran mto the lodge, leaving me with the 
feeling that this hall and estate and countryside had an unpleas- 
ant, real life of its own, a life that would spoil for me the few days 
of qmetness that I had been drea min g of this last hour as I cycled 
between the hedgerows. I scarcely noticed that the sudden summer 
shower had ceased as I made slowly up the mossed drive, dark with 
unpnmed trees and black laurel. Everythmg here too seemed to 
send up its sweetness into the soft wet air, even the weeds bursting 
through the gravel, and when I came to the front of the house the 
great dark cypresses m the wet failmg light were plumes of bil- 
lowy smoke against the sky. I was now on the terrace before the 
hall, and as I looked down mto the valley to where the sound of 
the waters of the Bride rose murmurmg through the air purified by 
the shower, I almost expected to see the old hbertme come floating 
up like a spectre or a long-legged ogre through the hills 

I found my way, as I had been instructed to do, to the rear of the 
house and m by the servants’ quarters to the great kitchen. The 
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pale still light of a candle on the table filled the room, and at 
the foot of the table beneath it was a basin of dusty milk. Before 
the embers an old sheep dog yawned and stretched his legs. I sat 
down by the fire and, glad of the rest, began to try to understand 
what it was that so troubled the girl at the lodge, with her passion- 
ate ragmg outbursts agamst Stevey, and her cry, ‘I won’t marry 
him ! I won’t marry him !’ But almost on my heels I heard the 

sound of feet mashing the gravel outside and she came into the 
kitchen. 


Tut on some turf, boy,’ she said at once. ‘And blow up the fire.’ 
As I laid on the brown peat and sat by the side of the machme 
turmng its handle she began to lay the table for my supper. Then 
we heard somebody else approach outside, and with a sudden 
shake of her fist to me by way of warning, she opened the door to 
Stevey To her he gave a mere ‘HuUo, Gypsy.’ To me he gave a 
cor 'al Here we are again,’ and he shook my hand several times 
and told me how glad he was to see me' safe and sound. 

Suhedy the girl broke m on us with. Tut the kettle on, Stevey, 
or t e y s supper, and sent me out to the ram barrel for water. 
1 rose and went, and as I passed the wmdow, there she was strug- 
glmg out of his arms hke a wild animal. When I returned she was 
agam by the table, and he was bendmg down over the fire, swing- 
ing the great iron kettle forward on its crane to be filled. I lay 

^ u ^ chair and watched him move silently about 

e ^tchen findmg everything where he expected to find it, his 
tair tlock of curls aU about his neck and brow like a mountamy 
sheep, his knees ^gmg apart at every step as they always did, 
ang og head and his rounded shoulders more slouched 

than ever 

random speak to one another I began to ask 

o? whether 

enough hnf- ^ ahve; and they answered dvilly 

enough but would never talk a word to one another. 

to myself house I have come to I I was grumbling 

was woninna quarrelsome suspiaous lovers I And I 

rfT Z toTl house at all, or 

suddenly Gvdw ^ T ^ in my few days of freedom, when 

gone ZtZ7h^ *at a lorryload of Tans had 

g^ past two hours ago on the valley road, Soaring,' she said. 



‘with the great venom and the drink/ shootmg over the thatch of 
the houses in the village; they had killed a child and gone on 
without a thought, laughing at the terror of the villagers. At that 
Stevey hurst mto a terrible profane rage, but he caught my eye 
and fell silent. He knew my thought - if he had not been so in- 
active for the past four months the Tans would not be roarmg 
then way so darmgly through his territory now. 

T)id anyone come to warn me?’ he asked. 

‘Aye. TTie girl of the Mulhnses.’ And she added, ‘The boys are 
wdd tomght ’ 

I wished Stevey would turn to see me lookmg at him I had 
something to go on already and I was lookmg forward to my talk 
with him when the girl would leave us to ourselves. But his mind 
began to wander from the Tans and he began to hum moodily to 
himself like a man with somethmg gnawmg at his bram, untd, at 
last, unable to keep sdent any longer he came out with a very 
casual, ‘Was, eh, was Henn down tonight. Gyp?’ 

‘He knows what he’d get if he came.’ 

At gnce everything changed. Stevey burst suddenly into a wild 
roar of song, his old favourite, the barcarole from Hoffman He 
echoed it through the empty house. Even Gypsy gave me a wry 
smde as she bade me sit up to supper. 

‘By God, John,’ he cned at me, ‘we’ll give those bastards of Tans 
something to think about. Won’t we, girl?' 

And he caught her up, whirling her mto a comer of the room 
so that she screamed with sudden dehght and m mock fear of his 
rough hands. Stevey drew a long comical face at his stupidity, 
and she smoothed herself down and said she was all right, and 
so they sat in a comer of the huge fireplace while I, with my 
back to them, ate my salted rashers and my country bread and 
butter. 

Tat up, there, John,’ he said; and then I felt they were kissmg 
secretly. 

‘I am ready for it,’ I said 

That’s the man,’ said Stevey, and they kissed again and she 
giggled to herself, and tummg I found her touslmg his already 
wild mop because he was makmg too free of her where she sat on 
his knee. 

‘She has great titties, John/ said Stevey coarsely, and she slapped 
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his fac6 for that, and as I went on with my supper I heard him 
kiss her m letum. So they made their love in the dark comer, 
shamelessly, until I was almost finished and ready for Stevey, and 
then they rose suddenly and left me, to walk, as they said, down to 
the village now that it was so fine in the heel of the day. Stevey 
waved me aside when I wanted to detain him, saying the mght 
was long and tomorrow was good too. I was alone m the hall, 
hstemng to the corncrake at his last dun rattle m the meadows 
and the doves flutmg long and slow m the deep woods. 

T 1 ^^ ^ smoked under the shadow of the fireplace 

began to feel that I should not 'have come to this house at all 
True, It was safe enough because it was the home of one of the 
garrison’ people, one of those thousand unoffiaal blockhouses of 
toe English on Irish soil, the last place to be suspected of harbour- 
mg a ^^bel But with Stevey’ s girl m the same house, this was not 
a smtable place for the mvestigator of Stevey’s shortconungs I 
c ewe crossly over this for a while, until, as when I came along 
toe road, the quietness and the peace gradually drove it all out of 

if ^ ^ would by now be as empty .as if it 

a een d^erted, the Lanaas boommg along the naked streets, 
men searchhghts shootmg down the dark lanes and the side aUeys, 
^ e funereal tramp-tramp of the patrols takmg with them 
om every door they passed its heavy sigh of suspended fear All 
IS ^ey had escaped. Not for him as for us, for months on end, 

^ ^ stale odour of 

to think that one could work better m 
tfip cnri” ^ toan where the walls were deep m grass, and 


hanged, its echoes thundering, and step 
again Thp Another door opened and was closec 

wool ^ 1 into th< 

his ceaseless tireless corncrake kept uj 

pS^ge al a 1 ?°" ^^am. Steps shuffled along the 

wheedlmgly: ^ ''°''Shed and called 

’Gypsy?' 

‘Is\e goU^^^^f wheedled, now almost at the kitchen door: 
^ iie gone, Gypsy ? Are you there, my pretty ?’ 

^4 


The shuffling came nearer and the stick-tapping and coughmg, 
and Mad Henn stood peenng at me around the candle flame. I 
knew him at once by his long collarless neck and his stork’s legs 
and his madman's face beaked and narrow like a hen He wore a 
httle faded bowler hat cocked ainly on one side of his head, and 
over his shoulders and draping his body a rug He had the face of 
a bird, mottled and bead-eyed, and his hair, tawny in streaks with 
the glister of oil, had one lock at the back that stood out hke a 
cock’s comb. 

As he looked at me for a moment he pulled the loose flesh of his 
throat and scraped with one finger the tawny scum about his bps 
as if he were trying to remember whether he might not have asked 
me to come there or had some business with me that he had 
forgotten. I stood up awkwardly. 

'Gypsy is gone for a walk with Stevey, Mr Henn,’ I said. 

‘And v/ho might you be, young man, if I might ask a pohte 
question?' - his eyebrows workmg up and down with irritation 
and the strain of having to speak 

T . I'm a fnend of Mr Long’s ’ 

He smffed so that a drop fell from his beaked nose. 

'Mr Long,’ he muttered m scorn, 'So you’re another one of ’em, 
are you?' 

T don’t quite understand,’ I said, and mentally cursed Stevey for 
not having arranged things better. For the old fellow began to 
pound with his heel on the floor and his legs and hands twitched 
for rage so that I expected him every second to turn me out of his 
house at the point of his stick. 

‘I suppose, I say,’ he piped sardonically again, 'I suppose you’re 
another one of our new patnots? Eh? Eh? I suppose you think 
you can walk into any man’s house and sit on his armchair and 
dnnk his liquor? Eh? And threaten him if he protests against you 
for a cad and a bully? Eh? You’re another of ’em, are you?’ 

He held a decanter m his nght hand; it was filled with dancmg 
liquor I thought it best to humour him. 

‘I beg your pardon, Mr Henn,’ I said as humbly as I knew how, 
for I did not want a quarrel with the old devd 'I'm sorry if I have 
intruded. But I didn’t mean to I think I have made a mistake - 
and I’ll try if I can find the servant, or find Stevey, that is . . , 
wherever they are . . . just now.’ 

3 S F.-3 
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It was a very undignified speech, but it seemed to strike the old 
man with astonishment. 

Ho?* he said. ‘This is a new one I Quite polite in fact. YouTe 
not very long on the road, young man,* he added with an au: of 
bitter experience. 

That’s all nght,* I said, as I turned sullenly to go. 

He halted me as I laid my hand on the door latch. Where I was 
gomg to I did not know. 

Here I It is all right. Your apology is perfectly all right. Don’t 
go, boy. Don’t you go.’ 

At the word here I noticed how tenderly he said his r’s - here, 
and your, and perfectly. It was the last bit of blazonry he 
preserved, marking him off for aU his degradation as one of the 
conquermg race. 

We looked at one another silently; then, in quite another tone, 

as coolly and pohtely as if he were speaking across his decanter in 
aclub: 


*Will you have a drink ?’ 

I looked at him in surprise. 

‘Come along. I should like to talk to you. You are the first of 
pur M that I have met who seems to have any bit of education, 
we U have a whiskey and soda. Wfil you jom me ?’ 

I retoed, largely because I did not know what else to do; and 
ur ^ went clankmg on the hall flags as if the whole house were 
7 ^ indeed there was everywhere a musty smeU of rooms 

j ncver tended His drawing room was just as I 
^rted, a good room but like a ragged tramp. At the farther end 
^^Perfluous fire and standmg by it he poured me out a 
^ ^ crevices were brown with the 

of a ^ peermg at me around the side 

Innlr P ^ j lamp whose unshaded light made everything 

main T 1 fin! 

bXn with 

the va ^ “ them; and I remembered the look of 

ever™K 'll chums and staveless barrels, and 

, A! 

throwino f ff . hims elf another glass and 

mni .n ' f to toke yo^ honor. 
-26 siphon in yonrs, eh? Hum I If you 



didn^t Iiave a revolver stuck in your back pockets what would you 
young fellows have over us? Oh, you’re stronger - but have you 
more gnt ? Let me look at you/ 

As I stood up for the druik, he peered at me. 

‘Ah 1 ’ he wailed ‘There’s only one thing I regret, one thing I’ve 
lost, and that’s clear eyes. The whole year is all like foggy autumn 
to me. I see the trees and the woods as if they were clouded in 
mist. It’s a great blessing. I go out on a fine evening hke this 
evemng and it’s like an evening m winter to me when the hght 
fails at four o’clock in the afternoon and every iuU is a vaUey and 
every tree is twice as far away/ 

His streaming eyes strayed to the caverns of the fire, but the 
flames shone dully m the milk y cataracts of the old fading pink- 
shot pupils. 

‘Why are you in this business, tell me?' he asked of a sudden. 

‘I beheve m it,’ I said. 

He threw up his hand in disgust. 

‘I beheved m thmgs once,’ he said. ‘I had ideas about the people, 
the people on my land. I thought I’d get them to do thmgs with 
their land - I was ready to help them with loans and advice I’d 
tell them how to dram it, how to grow more variety of vegetables, 
how to make money out of their gardens sellmg the produce in the 
city, and how to make better butter and keep their eggs clean . ’ 

He sniffed a long sneer at himself and pulled his throat and 
looked absently into the fire. 

‘Look at them today. As dirty as ever, as poor as ever, as back- 
ward as ever, and I suppose they blame people hke us for it all If 
they had my land they’d know how to farm it, they think But 
why haven't they done any thmg with their own ? Why ? 
Why?’ 

He was a hot-tempered old fellow, flying mto a temper at a 
second’s wammg 

‘But you’re a aty boy, you know nothmg of the people. It’s 
people like us who know Ireland. We belong to it - we who’ve 
grown up on the land and know it and the people on it.’ 

‘Your people were merchants,’ I said coldly. 

‘They made their money on bottles,’ he said, reachmg for the 
whiskey. ‘And I’ve spent their money on bottles,’ he added with 
the air of a man who has often made the same joke and grown 
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serious over it. Then as he began to pour the liquor out tremb- 
lingly he turned savagely on me. "And -who makes glass in Ireland 
now?* he wheezed. ‘When we stopped, why didn*t somebody else 
take It up? They could make lovely glass in Ireland at one time. 
It might have become a great, a distinctive national industry, and 
everywhere you*d see the men blowing the glass into lovely shapes. 
People would be coming from abroad to see them. Tve seen them 
as a lad Pouf! And there you had a globe of glass. S hi n in g, 
coloured, glowing. Oh, no I Oh, no I What do we see in the shop 
windows now?* he cried, leaning forward and baring his rotting, 
easdy moved teeth ‘Cobblers I Yah ! A race of cobblers. Thafs 
what we are - a race of cobblers I They hadn*t it in them. They 
hadn’t it in them !* 

I saw for the first time how deep the hate on his side could be, 
as deep as the hate on ours, as deep and as terrible. 

'Oh, that all began two centuries ago,* I cned back at him. Tt 
was the union with England that ruined us and our industries. 
Can’t you see that? It ruined you. It ruiued your glass business. 
Aren’t you part of Ireland as much as us ?* 

‘Ach ! It’s always the same. This ruined us, and that ruined us, 
and the other ruined us. I teU you I’m ashamed to be called an 
Inshman, and in fact I’m not an Irishman. I’m a colonist - a 
planter - whatever you like - one of those that tned to come and 
do something with you people. Why didn’t the people fight for 
their rights when they had a parliament?’ 

I tried to answer, but he wouldn’t let me, spilling his liquor all 
over the hearth m his rage, 

T know what you’ll say. But look at the Welsh, and look at the 
Scotch. They haven’t a parhament and they have prospered. 
What's to stop us from making our hnens and our woven sdks, 
from weaving patterns into them like the Italians and the Slavs ? 
Where are our crafts? What can we show? What have we ever 
done^ Except dig ditches and plough fields? Why haven’t we 
stuffs, yes, stuffs, stuffs, stuffs, of our own — stuffs’ — how he spat 
It out I - that any women would love to fold around her body, 
stuffs she’d love to feel against her flesh? Coloured, brilliant, 
delicate stuffs?’ 

And he began to rub his little hands down his thighs. 

Oh, faatasticl’ I said, and leaned back from him smiling. 



‘Ah, there^s your revolver man talbng I But it could be done. 
Or why don^t we export bulbs or cut flowers hke the Dutch and 
the French and the Channel Islanders ? ' 

It's unpossible. The chmate.' 

Tah ! It's on our side. The Gulf Stream would do it* 

The Gulf Stream?' 

Mad Henn ! 

‘Yes • It warms our southern shores. You can grow acacias in 
Kerry m the open air in nudwinter.' (A rush of dehcate r's here.) 
‘I’ve picked London pnde on the mountains m early March. 
}asmme, lilacs, fuchsias . . .' 

'Fuchsia isn’t a cut flower,’ I taunted. 'Nor a bulb I' 

He twitched m every limb, dashed his glass mto the fire, banged 
the hearth with his stick, and stuttered aU the rest he had to say 
to me; 

'It grows, it grows, I tell you it grows wild m midwinter, hi the 
open air You’re a damned obstinate young fellow. And wall- 
flower, Hly of the valley, freesia, gardenia, arbutus, mignonette. 
All sorts of delicate ferns A marvellous, but a lost, opportunity. 
These thmgs will brmg them m more money than potatoes. But 
they tread on them. It’s so siUy, really, because it's just hke 
treading on gold ' 

‘But the people are farmers.' 

, 'What are the Germans, the Dutch, the Belgians? Ah !' (It was 
a long-drawn-out ‘Ah !’ of sweet memones) 'I know the people. 
You aty fellows don't know them.' Then his voice fell ‘I know 
their women.’ 

He rubbed his httle hands agam and tapped me on the knee. 

‘I know every sort of woman ; Enghsh women, French women, 
Italians; I’ve even known a Russian woman The Russians are like 
the Irish, you know. But too stubborn and too obstinate and too 
proud Prouder even than the Irish. And not one of them all can 
equal the Irish woman - of the right sort But thejPre airy. You 
have to bind them down with a brutal religion or they'd fly over 
the fields from you Don't you feel that too, eh 

And he cocked his hat even still further over on one ear and 
laughed a little elfish laugh of dehght and his loose lock behind 
almost curled like a drake’s tail He poked the embers with his 
stick He filled my glass m spite of me — dehghted like all old 
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bachelors whose dub days and dancing days are done to have 

anyone at all who will talk with them. 

'Ah I Yes/ he sighed as he poured my whiskey, 'the women are 
aU right. So lovely and plump. Muscular from the fields. Ajrms . . . 
right r (He moulded them with the bottle in his hand.) ‘Breasts 
hke tuhps. Lovely ! Lovely ! But you don’t know. You only know 
the aty. The aty I Puh 1 I wouldn’t give that much for a dty 
woman.* 

I threw off his whiskey neat. 

‘Why shouldn’t I know the country?’ I said. ‘By damn, but I 
do I As well as you, better than you. I know their women. Many a 
mouse I moused with their women. What’s more than that, I was 
bom in the country and bom nght here in this townland. My 
mother was bom and is buried and my grandmother and all her 
people before her down there m Kilcrea churchyard, I hved in the 
townland of Farrane myself as a child and my father lived there 
before me.’ 

I thought he shrank into himself at that, pulhng down his long 
neck hke a snail or a tortoise at the approach of danger, 

‘What’s your name ?’ he asked quietly. 

I told him. 

T remember your mother well,’ he said, ‘She held land from me. 
And I remember your father. He was stationed at Kilcrea. I met 
him first at an eviction on my land. They shoved a red-hot poker 
through the door at him and he caught it; and, by God, he pulled 
it from them, so he did. A fine man ’ 

T remember that,’ I said, quiet myself, too, now. 

‘No, boy, no,’ he said sadly. ‘That was a long time ago.’ 

‘Oh, but, I do weU,’ I cried. ‘I remember the bandage on his 
hand ’ 

‘Not at all,’ and he smacked the stick on the side of the marble 
fireplace. ‘This was a long time ago. Forty years or more. Forty 
years or more’ - and as he said it his eyes strayed, rheum wet, from 
me to the fire and back to me again as if he were trying to see my 
father in me and those dead years that were gone from him for- 
ever. 

‘Where is he now?’ he asked. 

‘He’s dead,* I said. 

‘Ah, and is he dead?’ 
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Tes/ 

‘And your mother?* 

‘She IS dead/ 1 answered quietly. 

He looked into the embers. They glowed faintly in his aU but 
sightless balls - a quietness more than the mght fallen on him 
secretly and unexpectedly. Just then a step resounded on the haU 
flags and the door opened and m came the dark, muscular Gypsy, 
behmd her Stevey, slouching as ever. He did not see me. He gave 
the old man a low ‘Good night.’ Henn did not reply, but he raised 
a feeble hand and took the gul’s fingers m his palm. His was as 
tiny as hers. The fire shone pink between his bony fingers, ridged 
with the veins and threaded with the thousand wrinkles of age. 
As their eyes met, his lean neck curved up to her lovmgly. ^ 

Idave you had a nice walk, pretty^’ 

Tes, down to the bndge at the pub ’ 

Before him how delicately her bps said down, with a voluptuous 
upward curve at the comers of her mouth so that they swept mto 
her cheeks as the curved initials on his rmg swept mto the gold 
Her sullen eyes went soft. In this light she almost looked beauti- 
ful. His hand wandered over hey arm as he asked the next 
question: a question as fa mili ar as Sunday. She smiled as she 
rephed. 

"Was there anythmg nsmg he asked. 

‘Down by the bridge they're leppm’,’ she said. 

Tfs the breeze. There's always a breeze flutmg down that side 
of the valley.’ 

Stevey laughed loudly at them both, and his voice was rough 
and coarse beside the rich voice of the girl and the cultured voice 
of the old man. 

Teppin'? Rise? Rise, how are you I That was me spittm' when 
she wasn't lookmg.’ 

‘Oh, then, there was a rise,’ she cried T saw their silver belhes 
shining as they leaped ’ 

‘Ooh !' mocked Stevey. ‘Bellies ! Naughty word ! Ooh I’ 

Henn gripped his stick imtil it trembled and his knuckles 
stramed the skm white. He snapped at Stevey. 

‘If the gul says there was a rise, there was. Aren’t you enough 
of a gentleman not to contradict her?' 
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But his voice trembled as if he were half afraid of his own 
daring. In a second Stevey was in one of his violent passions. 

1 don't want any English pimp to teU me what to do or not do 
with the girl, or any girl. Mmd that I ' 

Henn's hand shook, and all his legs as he puHed himself up on 
his stick, taller when he stood than any of us, his bent back 
straightened, made gigantic by the great shadow that dimbed the 
wall behind him I could see what a man he was in his heyday, 
what a figure on a horse, wieldmg the rod from the top of a rock, 
a wiry, bony giant. There was almost majesty in him as he pointed 
his tremblmg stick to the door and faced down to Stevey with ; 

Teave my house, sir. I’ll not be bullied any longer by you - not 
an hour.’ 

/ 

‘And rU leave it,’ cried Stevey^ ‘when and only when I choose. 
I’ll not be ordered by you. Who the hell do you think you are 
ordenng? Do you think you can order me? Ho, and but let me 
tell you, Mr Alexander Henn, I'm staymg here.’ 

I could see he had taken drink while down at the pub, and the 
devil was in his eyes; he skipped across the hearth by the side of 
Henn and flopped mockmgly into the chair the old man had just 
left. Then he stretched out his hand for Henn’s glass on the 
mantelpiece, and wiping the side of it on his coat sleeve raised it 
in mockery of the old man. There was silence for a second and 
then Gypsy laughed, and the laugh cut through Heim. He raised 
his stick and lashed at the hand that held the empty glass in the 
air, and as the sphnters fell I leaped, Henn thrusting his face 
across my arm into Stevey’s face, Gypsy barely holding back 
Stevey’ s &t before it crashed into the old rheumy, half-blmd eyes. 
Henn was all but weeping for vanity, for that laughter of the girl 
at his age and mfirmity. All he could say between his sobs was, 
Tou young ruffian. You ruffian. You ruffian . . .’ 

I thrust Stevey back. Henn turned to me. 

‘This young woman. If anytlung should happen to her, which 
God forbid . . 

Oh, you hypocrite,’ cned Stevey, turning to the empty an for 
somebody to appeal to. ‘Oh, listen to that I God 1 God forbid I Oh, 
the hypocrisy of it I’ 

‘J^es, yes, yes,* I appealed and implored Gypsy to take him away 
an pushed hiiji from us, and the gnl dragged him, and' pushed 



him, and persuaded him out of the room. She was entirely cool as 
if abuse and quarrelhng and coarse talk were nothing to her. I put 
the old man m his chair and filled a glass for him and left him 
and found Stevey sullenly akunbo on the top of the steps. He was 
ashamed, I felt, to have played his heroics opposite me and I 
thought he might not have quarrelled v/ith old Henn if he had 
known I was there. I stood beside him without speaking until he 
said he was sorry he had broken out like that smce it would rum 
my chances of staymg at the hall. I could not tell of what else he 
was thinking, but I was thinkmg to myself, Where shall I go 
now^ For I could neither remam m the hall nor go with Stevey. 
My hopes of a quiet, serene mght were vanished. We stood m 
sdence and look^ dovra mto the night. A fnghtened bird flut- 
tered m the woods; a star fell m a graceful, fatal swoop, vanishing 
in mid-air as if a mighty hand had scratched the sky with hght. 

Biting his nails, Stevey said. Tell Gypsy I want her.’ 

I went back to the (hawmg room, where the girl and the old 
man stood by the window. 

'Stevey wants to talk to you,’ I said; and when she went tramp- 
ing wearily, heavily, from the room I looked at Henn and he 
looked back at me and neither of us spoke. As I looked away agam 
through the shining wmdow I could see the old man’s eyes fixed 
on me At last I buttoned my coat about me and turned to him, 

‘I suppose I’d better be gomg,’ I said. 

'Going ? Where are you going ?’ 

1 don’t know really, but . . .’ 

‘Hum I You were to stay here, I take it, eh? Another uninvited 
guest?’ 

After a long hesitation I answered, Tes - 1 was. I was. I may 
even stay in your hay bam yet, for all you know. Good mght,’ I 
concluded ‘I’m glad to have met you.’ 

‘No, boy I won’t say good mght. And you won’t stay in my 
hay barn, because I have none. Stay where you mtended to stay. 
Even though you didn’t choose to ask me, stay. If not for your 
own sake, for your father’s and mother’s sake.’ 

He rose and went slowly and feebly to the door, his half- 
emptied bottle m his hand 

‘Could I stop you,’ he said, ‘if you wanted to stay here a month ? 
Stay 1 And be damned to ye I’ 
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*l woTi%* I said. 

He turned to me at the door. 

Tlease do stay/ he pleaded^ nodding his head many times to 
encourage me. ‘Stay, stay, stay.* , 

He was maudhn with the excitement and the liquor. 

‘Will you stay ?* he asked again. 

I looked out mto the dark. I thought to myself, It must be near 
to eleven or midnight, 

‘Thanks very much,* I said; and being satisfied he waved his 
bony hand, shppmg his bottle into the great pocket of his swallow- 
taded coat. Then he turned and went, his little hat perched on one 
side of his head and his rug trailing after him on the uncarpeted 
floor. 

I sat by the table and looked about me again ; at the tablecloth 
hke a gypsy* s shawl, at the dusty lace curtams dragged to the ends 
of their poles; and everything my eyes fell on mocked him and his 
desires. Lovely woven silks, he had said. And woven hnens ? And 
stuffs such as women might love to feel? And such strange flowers 
and bulbs as the Dutch and the Channel Islanders grew, freesia, 
gardenia, nugnonette? What a bar, I thought; and bitterly I was 
pleased to end the triad, caUmg him (as the fa rmin g folk had called 
him for fifty years) a lunatic and a libertine. 

Gypsy returned. I told her I was staying in the house, and once 

more she went and returned. We heard Stevey*s steps vanish down 

t e drive, and then silently she took a candle and ht me upstairs 

to ed. As we went I asked her what her name was, and she 
said: 


‘My name is Gammle.* 

‘Indeed,* I said, thoughtlessly. 

Why indeed?' she asked, halting in her step and looking at me. 
TTothmg, I said. ‘It* s just a strange name.* 

• ^ thinking that the name was well known 

m ort ork for a tinker tribe, in Charleville and Doneraile and 
the borders of limenck and up into Clare. 

Good night, she said, and left me in a great, empty, musty 
om, t e ed all tousled and the bedclothes soiled, and yellow. I 

tpnr, ^ I stood To the sound of the branches of the trees 
«ppmg on the bare window I dozed and slept. 



I awoke, wide-eyed of a sudden msomnia, to the laisted, wailmg 
drone of an old phonograph in the room below me. By the light of 
the moon I looked at my watch; it was past twelve o'clock, an 
hour when cities begin to hve and the fields are hst asleep. It 
renunded me of the years when I had lam awake for hours listen- 
ing to late parties smging their way homeward before the war and 
curfew sent us aU to our beds. I would be awake again now until 
the dawn broke. Rising peevishly I went to the door, opemng it m 
time to hear a new record be^ its nasal introductory speech: 
This is an Edison Bell recawrd; number one seven nine nine; songs 
from the awpera of Dawn Giovanni by Mozart. And then through 
the hollow-sounding house the stifled music of one of the lovehest 
of all operas; and hummmg with the singer, or rather behmd the 
smger, came old blear-eyed, maudhn Henn's cracked and drunken 
voice : 

‘Battt; batti . . / 

I bade sleep good night, and draggmg on my pants sat on the 
edge of the b^, my coat about my shoulders, smokmg a cigarette. 
I watched the branches beatmg on the panes, the laurels shivermg 
and shimng in the tangled garden beneath my wmdow, the Bride 
ram-laden far below glmtmg between its gaU-black alders under 
the starry sky. 

'Questo e il fin di chi fa maL . 

The pair and their song died slowly. Then silence fell. Henn 
kicked his enamel chamber pot until it rang Croakmg and hum- 
imng the love song he shuffled out on his landmg. I leaned over 
the banister and watched him stumble down the stairs, out of the 
house, onto the gravelled drive and out of sight mto the dark. 

One by one I began to hear them - those innumerable, mex- 
-phcable sounds that are to be heard at mght m a house when all 
the casual day sounds are still; timbers that stretch and contract, 
httle insects that make a great creakmg noise I pulled on my boots 
and went down to the open door and out on the avenue and down 
towards the cottage m the track of Henn Here a chill wmd was 
blowmg last year's leaves high m the air, but near the lodge where 
the dnve fell sharply down to the gates under the trees clawing 
their high ditches dust lay in soft whispering dnfts - soft and 
white as snow under the moon, so soft that as I stood by the little 
deserted lodge peermg curiously m through one of the windows I 
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might have been a rabbit or a fox for all the warning I gave any- 
one who might be inside. A shaft of wavering light lay thrown 
across the tiny hallway from another room. There they were, 
Gypsy and Henn : she with her skirt drawn above her knees, an 
old coat over the warm skin of her bare shoulders, toasting her 
shins to a httle flickering fire - Henn, as he did the first time I saw 
them together, holding her fingers m his palm and leamng forward 
over her round knee to see into her eyes. 

I watched the unequal pair lookmg at one another long, silently, 
seemmg not to say one word to each other, her dark head bowed 
sidelong to his hps, her fallen lashes on her cheeks; he, with a 
smile foolish yet tender saggmg his quivenng mouth apart, his old 
hat cocked forward on eyes that streamed their water to his cheeks. 
And yet, though he was old and decaymg, and she warm-fleshed, 
white to her teeth, full of the pride of youth, and - Henn was 
right — her breasts like tuhps fully blown, if anything too magnifi- 
cently full, lie could, for all that, raise his hand now with so much 
snguid grace to f^ their roundness, hold the precious globe for 
one moment, so lightly, so fondly on his fingers before his withered 
hand fell as if m despair mto her lap, that finer woman than Gypsy 
img t well have smiled, as she smiled now, with head turning 
^ow from that flattering gesture of the epicure, with long slow- 
sighs at the uselessness of such praise from him. 

^ which of fee men, I wondered, had she given herself? 

f u* ^ 1 *^88^ on the ndge of her chair and her head 

* ower and lower on her bosom until her eyes were caught 

^ 0 e ers of the fire, she permitted him to move aside her 

Mni-h so httle, from her bare knee, and caress it with his 

^ softly as if it were swan^s-down, caress it even 

it- wVi 1 ^ shone on her eyes drowned m tears, caress 

fr m ^ ^ ^ ^8^d with misery, her moans breakmg out in 

fr- ^ whispering night outside. And yet not one 

hpT r>i ^ ^ hopmg that his old hand could quiet 

dnaliV f oaressed and caressed and looked and looked 

doglike into her face. 

bear those doglike eyes of the old hbertme, nor those 

the h tri ^ young girl. Stumbling away from the hght of 

wdl^a I found myself 

^ tong on and on under the tenting chestnuts in the windy dust- 


blown lane, up and along the highway I had come that evening, 
too moved to return and sit alone m my unkempt bedroom ui the 
hall. Suddenly coimtry and freedom seemed a smaU thuig under 
this austere ^rkness, with that pair, heavy with one another's 
sonow, down m the weather-streaked decaying cottage. 

With the memory of those droopmg mother's breasts and that 
large mother's belly on the young girl, and the look of pity on the 
old hbertme's face, I find myself walkmg aimlessly on and on; 
until across the black vaUey there rises a leapmg yellow flame, and 
through the night air on the night wmd the crackle of bummg 
timber. 

The flames through the trees were now fhckenng like a huge 
bonfire. Running down the lanes towards Henn Hall I could see 
from time to time as I ran the distant outlme of wmdows, a gable 
end, a chimney silhouetted agamst the glowing air. At the lodge 
the httle light was still shining in the window. Without looking 
through I j^ocked and knocked until paddmg feet came along the 
floor and the girl's voice said : 

‘Who IS it? Who's there?' 

‘A fire I' I cried ‘What can we do? Across the valley, a big 
house.' And ui my excitement I cned out, ‘Where's Mad 
Henn?' 

She answered through the door. 

‘He's not here. Isn't he at the hall?' 

She opened an mch or two of the door and looked out at me 
with frightened eyes. 

‘Whose house is it ? ' she asked. 

‘I don't know. It's straight over the nver - straight across 
there.' 

Holdmg her clothes about her body she stepped to the comer of 
the lodge and looked across at the blazmg house. 

‘It’s Blake's,' she said. ‘We can’t do anythmg They may come 
over here. Where's Henn?’ she asked then, suddenly terrified. 

T thought he was here.' 

She stared at me, astonished, yet full of cunning that was 
mingled with fright for Henn, 

‘Isn't he at the hall ?’ she insisted nervously. 

‘Maybe,' I stuttered. Tes, I suppose he ts at the haU.' 

‘Did you try?' 
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*1 was out walking/ 1 said. 

^Walking I’ 

There was a pause. 

‘What time is it?* she asked. 

As I peered at my watch, saying, ‘It*s well after one o*clock,* I 
could see her eyes looking at me with fear and suspicion, and hav- 
mg spied on her I was ashamed to look up. Then, slowly, I under- 
stood why she was watchmg me m that way. She thought that my 
coming there that mght, a man ‘on the run*, had something to do 
with this bummg house, that I had caused it, as a reprisal, an act 
of revenge, and that m some way Henn too would suffer by it, and 
that Stevey, probably, had been the man who carried it out. Such 
reprisals were as yet rare in the country and it had never occurred 

to me that this was one until I saw the fear and distrust and hate 
in her eyes. 

A mce time for walking,* she said shortly, and raced down the 
slope of the ditch and up to the haU and there she knocked on the 
heavy hen s-head knocker until the countryside resounded and 
even a dog, somewhere across the fields, began to bark-bark at 

our knock-knock-knock on the echomg door. I tried to explam 
myself. 

*Tis why I came to the country — to sleep. I get insomnia. So I 
got up and came out.* 

‘How did you get out? Henn keeps the key in his room.* 

‘The door was open.* 

There was no sound from the house. 

‘My God,* she moaned, ‘whafs happened to him?* 

Then in her fear and rage and suspicion she turned on me, a 
tigress robbed of her mate - and even m that instant I remember 
sa;jnng to myself, Oho I So it*s Henn, is it? 

Where IS he? she cned. ‘What did ye do with him? Christ 
blast ye all, what did ye do to him?* 

Her voice was echoed by the stony face of the house, thrown 

ac mto the fields and echoed again and agam by the barkmg 


I said angrily. ‘He*s probably 


I know nothing about him, 
drunk. Knock him up.’ 

ached. Not 

^ u the dog over the fields, now thoroughly aroused, ar 





the crackling of the flames across the valley, and, ■within, the old 
sheep dog howled mournfully. 

The girl caught my arm m fear. 

‘It's the dog crying before somebody dies.' 

Ts that a -window?' 

Ts It the LRA. that burnt it?' she asked, lookmg up and then 
over her shoulder. 

‘I know nothmg about it. How can we get m?' 

‘It* s for the child the Tans killed. Ye've done something to AlecI 
Ye've surely done something to Alec ! ' 

We found a htde scullery "wmdow open. I clambered m and let 
her m at the front door. We c limb ed the dark stairs, the dog flop- 
pmg along behmd, and up to his room. We found him m his bed, 
snormg on his stomach with the weight of drink, his nightshirt 
crumpled above his bare knees, and on his head a fluff-laden mght- 
cap of scarlet wool. Ashamed of the sight of him with his dirty 
toes and the engnmed creases across the base of his neck and half- 
way up his skull Gypsy shook him madly mto a gaspmg wake- 
fulness, straightened his cap on bos head as if he were a child, and 
covered his shoulders as he sat up in bed looking about him at the 
angry wavmg hght like a picture of Juan m hell. 

‘Are you all nght ?' she asked. 

‘I - yes - I'm aU nght. But . . .' 

‘Look ' She pomted, and he looked. 

‘My God I' he cned. Totty Blake's.' 

His eyes bulged as he looked, and trying to master himself he 
shambled across the floor to stoop m the open "window m his 
shirt. 

‘Oh ! My God I My God !' was all he could say, and then, ‘Do 
you hear them ^ Do you hear the noise ?' 

‘The flames ?' I said. 

‘No ! The rooks. They'll never nest there again. They're mined 
With the heat.' 

And he began to tousle his cap and sank on his knees crying like 
a child Gypsy stood over him where he knelt. 

‘The Blakes ^vill be likely coming here for the mght.' 

He stood up at once like a hardened toper, and turned to us. 

‘Go down,' he said, ‘and lay the table for them, and set the fire 
gomg. And you, boy, go like a good fellow, and give her a hand.' 
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Gypsy went. I thought he was unable to look after himself and 
tried to coax him from the window. 

‘FU stay here/ 1 whispered. ‘It’s cold, you know. You must dress 
now. ril help you. Come on.’ 

He flung my arm aside, peevishly. 

‘Am I a child ?’ he roared. 

I left him in a palsy of trembling, dragging his nightshirt over 
his head, rump naked, fumbling for his clothes by the pale hght of 
the candle and the fluttering hght of the bu rnin g house. 

In silence we set about blowmg the seed of fire on the hearth 
into flame, and I dipped the kettle in the dark water of the butt 
and the crane swung it slowly over the fire. The false dawn of 
the fire and the distant rooks cawing with fright had awakened the 
doves and all the birds on this side of the valley and the night was 
sweet with their music. From time to time as we passed from 
kitchen to parlour with ware or food we halted to look at the fire 
that sometimes seemed to have died away and sometimes flared up 
more madly than ever before. There Henn jomed me and we 
waited there, wondering if the Blakes would come or if we should 
go back to bed and try to sleep out the end of the mght. At last he 
drew me mto the room and filled out a drink for himself, while I 
yawned, dry-eyed for lack of sleep. 

‘I don’t know where else the Blakes can go,’ he said. ‘Though if 

ere was another house within three miles of them they’d rather 

^ f ^ come under my roof. I’m sorry for his two tits of sisters, 
though.’ 


Only two women ? ’ I asked wearily. 

r Agatha. Two sour tits. And the captain, then 

^ ^ that’s there. Oh, but Philamena is a sour bitch. I 

a e at very word on the door of the church about her when 
was six ~ got whipped for it too. And she never spoke a word to 
me a er. d I gave Agatha a penny at the age of eight if she’d 
e me swing her so high that I could see her drawers. They never 
e er me after that. I once went,’ he said, throwmg back his 
quor, once went to church to a Handel service, and I had to 
rl, L 1 saw the two vugins singmg away '‘To us a 

Jr tis a sonis given.” Ah I’ he snarled. ‘They’re 

virgmal’^* ^^7 have. Sour and old and 
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He was getting angry with them, I could see. 

They’d just raise their hands in horror at a girl like ... at a girl 
that would, that would . . , 

I stood in the comer of the window watching the sparks rising 
and falhng endlessly like fireflies, silenced as one is always silenced 
by a ragmg fire, to think of calamity on one’s doorstep. 

‘Gypsy,’ says Henn, suddenly lismg and going to another win- 
dow, 'Gypsy was sick tonight.’ 

‘Bad?’ I asked sleepily. 

‘Bad? Not yet.’ 

‘Not yet?’ 

‘That’s what I said. Didn’t you hear me ?’ 

Tes.’ 

He came sh ufflin g oyer to me on his stick. 

The girl is ruined,’ he said, peering mto my eyes, that filled with 
shame as he looked at them. 

‘What do you mean by that?’ 

‘Gypsy is gomg to be a mother.’ 

I answered his stare. , 

For answer I looked angrily over the valley at the house What 
did It matter to him what I thought? What would all the country 
think when they heard it? Another servant of Henn’s - it was an 
old story - about to bear a child. 

Til not be blamed,’ he cned and his tubes were hoarse with 
passion. T am not to be blamed.’ 

‘What does the girl say ?’ 

‘How does she know?’ 

And he went back to his glass and his fire. 

Up the avenue in a shadowy mass, smgmg and shoutmg, came 
the mcendianes, Stevey at their head, ready for anythmg, drunk 
with whiskey and triumph. Had it been six months later, he could 
safely have burned half the houses m the district and we should 
not have dared, nor cared, nor had the time, nor even wished in 
the heat of passion - for things grew very hot by then — to 
question what he did. But tomght I ran to the door detemuned to 
fliwart him. He faced up the steps and shouted for Henn, Henn. 
the whore, Henn the cock, the Henn’s neck, and all about him 
shouted with him out of the dark. 


41 



Hennl Hennl Come out, you whore I Heim Iv Come out, 

Hennr , . t ^ 

There was a ghnt of a revolver in one man's hand as I ran down 

the steps and faced up to Stevey. 

‘What rotten sort of soldier are you?' I shouted at him. 

What do you mean ? ' he cned. 

‘Is that what you call soldiermg ?' I shouted mto his face, point- 
ing aaoss the valley at the burning rum. Tor an instant he looked 

at It, and then to his men and at me. 

‘Aha 1’ he shouted ‘We burnt the bastards out, didn’t we, boys? 

And damn nght weU they deserved it.' 

They shouted it back to him, their memories full of the days 
when their people died of starvation by the roadsides and the big 
houses looked on in portly mdifference. 

‘And we’U bum Henn out,’ cned Stevey, and made a dnve for 
the steps. I caught bim and swung him about while Henn hung 
over the iron radmgs and croaked down at us : 

‘If I had a gun I Oh, if I only had a gun I' 

‘Shut up,' I shouted at him The crowd was nasty enough with- 
out this. 

‘Ob, for a gun 1' he persisted. ‘Just for one mmute . . .' 

‘Go m, blast you,' I shouted at him while Gypsy tned to drag 
him from the steps. 

‘You're fine fellows I Oh, you're great fellows,' I taunted them. 
‘You haven’t, between the lot of you, fired a single shot m all this 
distnct for four months. Unless you shot a sittmg hare or a tame 
fox. It's what you'd do by the look of you. And now you go and 
bum a couple of women out m the middle of the mght. Oh, you re 
grand soldiers entirely. You cowardly mob 1' 

‘You keep your tongue qmet,' horn Stevey. He was a head 
higher than me. 

‘Tm here to talk to you,' I said, ‘and I'll give you and your 
men my talk now, if you want it. Let me tell you you have the 
reputation of bemg the tamest commandant . . .' 

He flew mto a passion at once and drew his revolver at me At 
once the country fellows skipped between us They didn't at all 
like this business of drawmg a gun on one of their own They 
began to mutter and pluck at Stevey, and to signal me to hold my 
peace. But I knew my man. 

42 



‘Now, now, Long I* they muttered. ‘Be aisy now, Long.* 

Ton won’t bully me,’ I said. ‘Why don’t you use your gun on 
the Tans?’ 

He turned to them. 

‘Are you gomg to be stopped by a city caffler ?’ 

And to me : 

‘We know what Henn is.’ 

‘What am I?’ croaked Henn, who was still grasping the railings, 
with Gypsy trymg to persuade him to come in. 

‘What did Henn ever do to you?’ I asked. 

‘Aye, what did I ever do to you?’ gasped Henn, hoarse with 
exatement, sweeping his httle hat off his head and leaning down 
over the railings like a man giving a speech. ‘What did I do to 
you ? What did I ever do to you or yours ? ’ 

‘Aha r Stevey shouted up to huGO. Tou whore master* - and I 
thought he’d blow the old man’s brains out. ‘What do you know 
what’s mine or yours ?’ 

Utterly beyond himself he pointed with his gun at Gypsy, and 
shook his fist m the old man’s eyes. 

‘Look at that girl. What did you do to her? Answer that or 
you’ll not have a house by mommg.’ 

Then qmte without wammg the rest of them turned and raced 
over the /lawn into the surroundmg night. Only one waited to 
pluck Stevey by the arm and whisper : 

‘It’s the Blakes. They’re commg. Come away out of this. They’ll 
know us.’ 

T don’t care about the Blakes,’ said Stevey, too intent on havmg 
his way with Henn that mght to care about anythmg else ‘Ask 
bim !’ he said to me. ‘Ask him what did he do to that guP Ask 
him that I’ 

‘Stevey, Stevey,’ implored the girl as she tried stdl to mduce 
Henn to move. 

I dragged Stevey to one side as Henn, who had also seen the 
Blakes come up the drive swaying with the weight of the bundles 
they bore, stood down on the steps to meet them, his hat in his 
hand like an ambassador or a prmce receivmg his guests, his head 
like a gander’s head, jiggmg up and down as he bowed them in; 
snd as the two old maids came timidly up to him, peering here 
and there in their fear, and the portly captam, their father, 
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brought up the rear, peeping over their shoulders because he was 
almost as blind as Henn, they all looked more like frightened 
ganders and geese than human beings able to look to themselves. 
They clustered together on their way up the steps, Henn wheezing 
about not being ‘quite up to the tiptop of readiness,' and saying, 
"You have me at a disadvantage. Miss Blake. But come in. A cup 
of hot tea, now. A shot of Martell's, Captain? Most regrettable ! 
Terrible I This way, now Allow me This way That's right — there 
we are. . And so into the hall with his visitors. 

When they were gone the dark figures gathered about us 
agam. 

Ill make that man marry the girl,' said Stevey under his 
breath to me, ‘or I’ll bum this house to the very ground.' 

‘We 11 bum him out,' they growled, the lust for destmction in 
their blood. 


He 11 marry the girl, or he’ll have no house over his head by 
morning.' 

But the man is eighty if he's a day,' I implored, ‘and the girl is 
a mere shp of a girl Is she twenty itself?’ 

‘Well, he rumed her,' said Stevey up to my mouth, as if he 
would force the words into it. 

‘I do not beheve it,’ I said. 

Another shower had begun to faU by now, growing heavier 
drop by drop, dunming the starlight and shunmenng dark about 
th^tant fire. Stevey waved his hand to his fellows. 

The aty fellows are a lot of help to us,' he said ‘But I’ll show 
you.^ m not going to stand here all night m the rain talking with 


He mhed past me up the steps and into the house with his mob 
alter Him. I managed to stop him at the door of the drawing room 
^ there for a while, whispering angrily as we 

peeped through the cracked door. There, where fifty years ago he 
ad leaned across the shining walnut to his hghts-o'-love, smilmg 

^ ^ approving the 

eyebrows, always gracious to them, how- 
’ FTetually on the smile, only leamng back from his 
s^ndalous whispenng when the butler laid a new course or re- 

two <nlp offered his smoke-tamted tea to the 

two silent, miserable old maids. 
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'Oh, yes, do drink a cup of tea, Miss Blake,* and he puffs out his 
cheeks to encourage her. ‘Just one ?* 

Thank you. I don’t beheve I really want one, Mr Henn.’ 

‘Oh, just one cup. Just one.’ 

They sat straight-backed and unbendmg, trying hard not to 
keep looking over the valley at their ruined home. They looked at 
the soiled tablecloth, the unequal ware, the tarnished ^ver, or at 
one another, or at the old captam, their father, who sat sucking 
his brandy, heavy jowled and heavy bodied, by Henn’s fire. They 
looked at Gypsy, who, careless of her imgainly, imgirhsh shape, 
danced superfluous attendance on them, full of pity for their mis- 
fortune, glad to be in the presence of real ladies even for an 
hour. 

So they were sitting when Stevey burst out of my grip mto the 
middle of them, calling on Henn so loudly that they almost 
screamed. 

‘Henn,’ he said, ‘we want you.’ 

‘Don’t go, Henn,’ said the captain at once, as if he felt as much 
for his own sake as for Henn’s that it was better they should all 
chng together now. 

‘What do you want now?’ stuttered Henn. 

T want you to come too, Gypsy,’ said Stevey. 

‘Oh, Stevey, Stevey,’ said the girl, utterly ashamed before the 
company. 

‘Come on, Henn,’ buUied Stevey. ‘Or will I teU my business 
here?’ 

‘Out with it,’ says the captam. 

‘One mmute now,’ pleaded Henn. 

I thought it best to get the matter over, and went up to the old 
man and whispered that it would be best to come. I could not keep 
those fellows in hand for him any longer. 

‘Don’t go, Henn,’ said the captam agam. 

‘No, no,’ said the old maids, with the same thought as their 
father m their minfis that even Henn was better than nothmg m 
their extremity, homeless as they were at this hour of the mommg. 

He rose and went mto the kitchen and Stevey and Gypsy and I 
sfter him. There he turned and faced us, lookmg doAvn over us all, 
even over Stevey himself. Stevey returned his glare. The girl sat 
With her head in her hands by the fire I looked at the ram spitting 
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on the dark window. When Stevey had finished, all Henn could 
say was, Tou har, you bar I’ And all the girl could do was weep 
and say, Tvly misfortune. My misfortune. My misfortune.* Even 
when I went to her and put my hand on her shoulder she only 
hurst away from me and cried to let her alone, let her alone m her 
misfortune; for God’s sake to let her alone in her misfortune; and 
sat at the table hiding her face m her hands, shaken with tears. 

Tou liar !’ muttered Henn. 

Tm no bar,* cried Stevey. 

The girl wept with renewed shame that no man would own her. 
Henn looked at her and said very gently to me ; 

‘Supposmg I won’t marry her?* 

TMo harm will come to your person,* I said, and faced Stevey on 
that. 

Tour house will go the way of Blake’s,* said Stevey, and faced 
me on that. ‘If not tomght, tomorrow night, and if not then, the 
mght after But if I have to wait a year to do it, up it will go.’ 

I shook the wretched girl by the shoulder. 

‘Do you want to marry this old man?’ I cned into her ear. 

She gave no reply. 

‘Speak up, Gypsy,’ said Stevey. Tou wiU marry him, won’t you ? 
You said you would.* 

She said not a word now. 

‘I’ll not marry her,’ said Henn. 

Stevey had cunmng enough to play his last card. 

‘Then tell your Blake friends to get out of this house, if they 
have sense. Or, rU do it.* 

Henn stopped him at the door. 

‘Don’t I Don’t do that I’ 

And thereupon he sank mto a chair with a sudden dizziness, 
and I had to hold him up from falling sidelong to the floor. 

Gypsy ,’ I said, ‘get a sup of whiskey.’ _ 

Alec I she said, gomg to him, and he took her hand, her little 
hand, m his when she stood by his side and said his name. ‘Alec I 
Will I get a sup of brandy ?’ 

There was sdence for a few minutes, with only the noise of the 
ram cat-pattermg against the wmdow and the three of us over 
Henn. At last he began to whisper through his fingers, and I 
leaned down to hear him. 
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‘Will she marry me?* he was whispermg while the spittle 
dropped like a cow*s spittle between his fingers to the flagged floor. 

‘NowP cried Stevey triumphantly. ‘Gypsy I Will you have 
him?* 

In her deep man*s voice she replied : 

‘And who else would have me now? Smce others won*t - others 
that have their own life and their own plans and plots?* 

And seeing that the old man was not in need of help she went 
out of the kitchen, holding her stomach in her httle pahns, mur- 
murmg as she went : 

*1 will, if he will.* 

I pushed Stevey before me from the kitchen and leaving Henn 
to himself we drove the rest of the chaps before us from the haU, 
into the darkness, now ram-arrowy and old. From the great hront 
door I watched them go tramping down the avenue and as I, too, 
turned to go upstairs to my bed I heard Henn, back in the drawmg 
room, trymg once more to play the host with his smoky tea and 
his patched ware. I wondered as I tramped upstairs if he was 
thinkmg that, with this young vofe, he might begm life agam. 

From my bed I heard the summer downpour dnp about the 
house and occasionally spit down the chimney on the damp papers 
stuffed in the grate, tamtmg all the room with them sooty reek 
Not until late noon did I hear another sound, and then it was the 
buds singing and the croakmg corncrake and the doves in the 
high woods, and when I rose the whole house was radiant with 
sunshme reflected from the fields and the trees. There was nobody 
about the house but Gypsy. The Blakes had gone smce early 
mormng. Henn did not leave his bed for several days. Stevey I 
could find nowhere and the local men said he was gone mto Kerry , 
sweanng he would only return to make Henn keep to his promise. 
Two days I waited for bim and searched about for news of him, 
and then I called a meetmg of bis battahon and replaced him by a 
new commandant. 

One evenmg I left Henn Hall as I had come, but before I went I 
visited Henn m his room to say good-bye and I found him sittmg 
over his fire, drinkmg punch and readmg an Anglers Annual of 
thirty years ago. 

‘Be careful of yourself, boy,* he warned as I turned to leave him. 

‘Oh, yes,’ I said. T’ll be careful.* 
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T)o you believe Long^s story?* he said then, leaning forward to 
me. 

‘I have no cause,* I parried, *to beheve or disbeheve anybody/ 

He leaned back and stared at the fire. 

^Anyway,* he said after a while, going to marry her. She*s 
as good as the next, and better than some, even though she ts 
only a tuiker's daughter. Besides,* he added proudly, ‘if it*s a boy 
*twill keep the name ahve.* 

As if he were a Hapsburg or a Bourbon. 

One mght two months or so later we heard in our back-yard 
bedroom that a strange pair left Cork for Dublin that afternoon on 
the mail express, all their dozen or so of trunks and bags labelled 
forward to an address in Pans. The woman, in a massive hat with 
a scarlet feather, had flaunted her way to her carnage; the old 
man, her husband, hobbling and shuffling along behind her. His 
travelling coat almost completely hid him, its tad touching the 
ground, its coat collar up about his ears, and so weak did his eyes 
appear to be that even in the dim filtered hght of the station he 
bad cocked his hat forward over his eyebrows and shaded his eyes 
\vith his withered hand as he walked. But I found it too painful to 
t of him wuth his scraps of governess French, guiding his 
ti er wife through the boulevards, the caf&, the theatres, seeing 
once more the lovely women gay in then hour. Amyway, we had 
more senous things to think of then."' 



Fugue 


The clouds lifted slowly from the ridge of the mountains and the 
dawn rim appeared. As I stooped low to peer over the frame of 
the httle attic window i whispered to Rory that it was pitch dark; 
and mdeed it was far darker than the mght before when we had 
had the full moon in-the sky. Rory leaned up on one elbow m bed, 
and asked me if I could hear anythmg from beyond the nver. 

The damp of dawn was eveiywhere. It softened the lime gable 
of the outhouse beneath me, it hung over the sodden hay in the 
bam and, like the fog and mist last mght under the blazing moon. 
It floated over the rumblmg nver to my nght. I could imagme the 
flow taking strange courses in its flood, swishmg m this neither 
dawn nor day nor dark through all the alders and the reeds and 
the rushes and, doubtless, covermg the steppmgstones that we 
hoped would give us an escape to the mountains beyond. 

So I whispered to Rory that I could only hear the water fallmg 
m the weirs, and tumbling out of his bed he called a curse from 
Christ on the whore of a nver that was holding us here to be 
plugged by the Tans for a pair of Irish bitches 

As I peered, standmg in bare feet on the timber floor, I recalled 
last mght with a shudder "We were retreatmg from Inchigeela by 
the back roads and we two had lost ourselves in the barren and 
rocky place they call the Rough, a difficult place by day and almost 
impassable by night. We had tramped up and down and up and 
down until I felt my eyes closing as I stumbled along, and scarcely 
had the energy to push back my bandoher when it came shduig 
around my elbows Rory, a country fellow, seemed tireless, but my 
shut clung to my back with cold sweat. The fog lay like a white 
quilt under the moon, covermg the countryside, and black shadows 
miles long and miles wide stretched across the land. Up and doNvn 
’we went, the fog growmg thicker as we stumbled into boggy 
valleys, our feet squelchmg m the sodden turf, and fear hovering 
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round our hearts. Earlier in the evening before the night fell, I had 
heard a noise before us in the lag, and had clicked a bullet in my 
rifle breech and fallen flat, but Rory swore at me and asked me m 
amazement if I meant to fight them. After that I had no guts for 
anythmg but to get away from the danger of an encounter, to get 
across the nver and the mam road before the dawn, and up to the 
higher mountam on Ballyvoumey beyond. So we trudged on and 
evety natural night sound terrified us, a bird’s cry, a barkmg dog 
^t double note, bark-bark, and then silence, bark-bark, and 
e t at now and agam the whole night long from one mountam- 
si e or another. People say the most lonely thmg of all is the bark 

f^ut to us the most lonely sight was the odd 
1 ^ miles away, one dot of hght and all the rest of 

e an in darkness, except for the moon m the sky. The htde 
ig meant friends, a fireside, words of advice, comfort - but for 
us 0 y t e squelching and the trudgmg that seemed never to end, 
and maybe a bullet in the head before the morning. 

r ^^ted when Rory lost his patience and flung 
I stTPf-rii a ^ ^ cigarette m the hollow of his palms, 

to slppn sodden moss - God, how restful it would be 

watrhmfT awake by 

drew ml ™ ^ *”7 

ness anH T fk ^ ^ nights from full round* 

both and iTi looked like a jolly wench laughing at us 

side of her f e ^^“Jg^^^gnient like a bonnety tarn cocked on the 
bW '“Ok ofto his own, Rory was 

Rory nulled again’ twenty, we couldn’t fight them. 

^oZftZZ " 0 ^ for noi 

City snot thai iT .1 1. countryside and he cursed me for a 

we heard the raffi out here m the mountains. Then 

we plunged ah^a,!^ ^ in the boggy hollow beneath us, and 

must have cut it down a sharp descent where the nver 

^^mmng until tii centunes ago : down we went shdmg and 

and the dark mass nf agamst the sky 

JamesVs house ^ agamst them. Rory knew it for Dan 

anxious only for d ammered with our rifle butts on the door, 

upper window she^lpTf fnends. Prom an 

dus sort of thmcr o .1 • ° Rory spoke his name. Used to 

thmg, and pitying us, she c^mfdown, barefooted, h^ 



black hair around her, a black cloak on her shoulders not alto- 
gether drawn over her pale breast, a candle blown madly by the 
wmd slantmg m her hand. 

Rory had dressed himself while I peered out at the wall of 
mountam before me, and shngmg his eqmpment over one shoulder 
he went down to eat somethmg before we faced the nver and the 
road - both half a mile away now. I followed him m a moment 
and found the old woman of the house and a httle boy seated on 
the settle, his eyes wdde v/ith interest, hers full of uneasmess at our 
bemg m her house, a danger to her sons and husband The young 
woman who had opened the door the mght before stood like a 
statue before the wide fireplace, her bright arm bare to the elbow, 
and — curious gesture — her hand on the crown of her head as if to 
keep m position the hair brushed and close-combed around her 
skuU like a black velvet cap shining m the firehght She smiled at 
me as I entered, but I was too anxious to smile back. Rory asked 
her many questions about the encircling troops, and she rephed, 
looking down at his ruddy earnest face, that some lomes had 
passed by an hour ago, and when he asked about the nver she said 
that It had risen over the stones and could not be crossed. She 
stooped down to reach the teapot, keepmg one hand on her hip as 
she poured the tea : before the hour was out I recollected how she 
looked at me while she poured me out a cupful, and at the recol- 
lection I felt just as when I saw, the mght before, an odd, twink- 
hng wmdow hght heading a deserted valley full of moonlight and 
mist Stoopmg again she replaced the pot and went to sit on the 
other side of the httle boy, and laying one hand on his knee spoke 
to him. 

That fir Tom brought last mght has no fire in it. 

‘ Tis a bad fire, God bless it.' 

‘Get a good log, now, Jamesy, will you? Wdl you^ The little 
fellow looked at us only, and said, ‘I 'WiU,' but he did not stir. The 
old woman broke m irritably : 

Wisha, Jamesy couldn't.' 

‘Indeed, Jamesy is a great man, isn't he, Jamesy? Imagine 
Jamesy not to be able to carry a baulk of fir 1 Will you, Jamesy ^ 

hut Jamesy sat with dangling legs watchmg us eat and she rose 
^d with easy steps went out . the old woman stined tiie wood 
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fixe; one of the sons handled my revolver with dull curiosity, and 
another fumbled m a rojK,* loft over Rory’s head and replied diat 
another lorry was gone* by. V/c prepared for the nver and the road, 
on our guard, not so afraid as when the* night was all around, f 
went to the door to see if it ramed, and stood looking into the dar.k 
archway of the stablc*s and at the dark hollows under the thatdi - 
novvhere else could I see the soft, silent fail. I looked at the dark 
archway she appe-ared m it with an armful of logs and raised her 
lea towards me and simled once again, and then she approached, 
p mg her blue apron over her head to protect her from the ram. 

er smile tortured me. Tiien Rory and tiie old man of the house 
came out and went towards the stables, arguing about a horse to 
carry us over the flood, and I followed them, and we came at last 
0 w ere the nver was tcanng madly over the drowned stone*s 
sat behmd the old fellow on liis white mare, clasping him 
y a oiu the waist, and trying to keep my eyes from the swirl- 
mg water that tore the gravel from the unsteady hoofs, I saw from 

thl ^ drops that splashed up and flashed m 

wai^T^^ prancing knees and the brown 

er. saw at the identical moment die young woman m the 

owmg wind of the mght, and her looks at me twice, dirice that 

to dlls vagabond life, longed for I 
A ^ there was m it the scent and light of 

at TTif* a ^ ® scent of woman and her caresses. She had looked 
in iPTi fk 1 ^ between us some secret love : not one woman 
oerhanc SO at one man m as many thousand, 

said a^fi ° m all his life, never more than one I would have 
thnnokf^^ looked at my eyes and I 

sun ha.9 on evening glow of the aty streets when the 

movinp lioKf^ suffused with dusk and slow- 

retummo^n * waken from the sleep of day and 

whSivpT. of love, and the darkness 

Rorv had fn out from the city to the dark fields 

Wise on thp down and he fell side- 

he began talla when he reached the opposite bank 

tfie whole foolishness and never ceased revertmg to it 

flood he fnronf ^ down, you see, he looked down mto the 
got, man, he looked down, and, by God, if he hadn’t 



looked, but he looked into the water, he knew he shouldn't - 
wasn't It I myself was telhng you not to look at the flood, but 
whatever happened I looked down. And, cnpes ! When I did . . 
To have peace for my own thoughts I told him that he had but 
httle talk the night before; but he did not heed my jibes, and 
chattered on, glad of the morning and reckless about the last mile 
between us and the foothills. He was a httle beUied feUow, his 
mouth like a crack across a potato, his cap distended by a cane 
hoop just hke a plate on the top of his head. He had pinned a 
coloured miniature of the Virgin to the front of his queer cap, and 
when m the mood, his talk bubbled from him m anythmg but a 
virgmal flow. How he had sworn at me yesterday when he sighted 
the enemy troops, and I could not see at all the tmy khaki figures 
below us on the lower slopes I 

T)o you see them?' he had cried with equal stress on each word 
after the manner of his dialect. ‘Christ, can't you see them?' he 
had shouted m rage, saying it as if it were spelled m two syllables, 
Chi-nst ‘Will you look at them, Christ, will you look at them 
when I tell you?' 

I used to wonder at his affection for me m spite of such failures. 
In better mood now he jabbered on while we made our way up 
against the sprung :wmd and a hilly place. At last we heard the 
mcessant knockmg of a threshing engine on the bald summit in 
front of us, and we made our way to it. Up here the wmd was a 
storm, and it blew the chaff about the sky like yellow snow blown 
before the wmd. First the blue slate roof, then the white walls of 
the house, the yellow stack of com, the stohe-waU fences of the 
fields, and at last the httle black engme jumping hke a kettle on 
the hob, while all the time the men swung their arms to and fro 
m labour; soon we were among them, telling one group after 
another of the nighf s and day's adventures Rory gabbled between 
every pant after his climb, telhng about the horse and how I could 
not see the httle grey figures when they came around us the even- 
ing before From where we stood, the Rough looked hke a flat plam 
and the distant mountains hke hunchbacks in a row. I watched 
the whole country change with the shadows of the flymg clouds, 
hstemng to the engme, with its disyllabic knocking, ceaseless smce 
mommg, and the wind's cry, and Rory shoutmg above it all 

There was the bloody mare m the middle of the river, I'm not 
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in the habit of horses, you know, a man that was used to horses 
wouldn't mind, but I wasn't m the habit of them and I never was, 
and what did I do and the bloody mare there in the middle of the 
nver, what did I do, what did I do ? The thing I did I What should 
I do, I ask you, but look down at the flood, so look down at the 
flood I did. I looked down and only for the lad got a grip of me I 
was down. Cnpes, I was. I was I If I would only not look down at 
the flood, you see, but I looked down, and by Christ I' 

Here Rory began to shake m his exatement, too moved to be 
articulate. 

The chaff was always driving away before the wmd, and now 
and agam someone would look up and around at the sky and say 
to the man whose stack was bemg threshed m this commun^ 
fashion of the mountains : 

Maybe it will hold dry.' 

The other would look up and around and say : 

Maybe it wdl. It might then. It's a strong wmd.' 

TJen they would set to work agam, piking and tossing the 
broken sheaves and we moved down at last to the road. 

The road twisted eastward behmd the rocks, and nothmg but 
t e tops of the telegraph poles showed where it ran after that. It 
was are and empty, so we ran for it, crossed it, and m another mo- 
ment Rory was crymg that a lorry was commg aroimd the bend 
earts leaping, we doubled our pace and fell upon our belhes m 
e moss, squimung around like legless things to face the road, 
a moment more the shots began to whme away over our heads, 
awkward figures firing at us as they ran : I fired 
, y until my bolt jammed, and then rolled away mto a 

0 ow t at by the fortunes of war lay behmd me : thereupon I 
i^n rocky place, through the bracken and the bog, 

more ma y than ever in my life before, and raced for such a 
ug y spell that when at last I fell helpless upon the ground my 
sd , ^^P^ ^ uut painfully and my heart beat against my 

mno ^ ^ to leave my body. I heard the shots still 

dniS?^- bullets whining high up m the air, flying no 

^ ^ ^eat parabola so that I fanaed I heard them thud 
spent into the soft earth, their curve completed 

beat ceased and our hearts returned to a normal 

c a come to a httle low-flung wood of birch and rowan. 



the silver bark peeling black stripes horizontally from the birch, 
the red berries of the rowan wmd-blown on its dehcate branches. 
Grey rocks covered the mtersdces of the trees and the sun feU 
sometimes on the rock to warm the cold colour : a stream twisted 
through the rough ground and its sound was soft and bass, and up 
on a sudden promontory silhouetted against the sky was a smgle 
figure who was working in a senes of vigorous thrusts on a spade. 
We remamed m the httle wood for many hours, listening to the 
bass viol of the fallmg water, to the wmd puUing at the larchtops 
and shakmg the tender rowan, and sometimes listening with 
attention to the drummmg of a lorry as it passed in and out of 
earshot m the near distance. 

fixated by danger, and by the beauty of this cahn place, the 
fallmg stream beside me, the trees movmg all around, I began to 
think again of the young woman m the black doak who had 
become aware that I too hved just as much as anyone she 
had hitherto known at church or fair I saw her always as she had 
come to us m the mght, her black doak hangmg heavily against 
her skm as she led us to the qmet kitchen and the dead embers on 
the hearth. Surely life had a less miser purpose m this encounter 
than m the thousands of thousands of meetmgs when men cross 
and recross m towns and country places^ Time and agam they 
had appeared barren and futile, but rather than beheve them 
fruitless, rather than feel as a spool revolvmg m a shuttle, I had 
hved instead m the unrest of a chessman fingered by a hesitant 
player Now sloth of mind, as sometimes before, drew down my 
heart to the beauty of this life, and m this httle birdless wood I 
began to dream. When the stream had carved itself a majesty, 
passing barges and hghts on the barges would nde the brown 
smoke of the evemng air, each crossmg the scurrymg wake of^ 
waves from swifter hulls to disappear slowly through the dusk 
while men sat on each deck and smoked m content with life, and 
recalled all the dead among my acquamtances who have suffered 
too wilhngly the futility of life There is an owl m the Celtic fable 
who had seen each rowan as a seed upon a tree, and its length 
seven times fallen to the earth and seven tunes over raised in leaf; 
it had seen the men whose bones were washed from these boulders 
when the rain was roundmg them to pebbles from seven hundred 
tunes their height this droppmg evening; it had seen the men for 



whom the promontory above me was a bottomless valley and the 
hollow place where Rory and I sat was a high mountam before the 
Hood. Such an owl called out of the dusk at me and its cry filled 
me with age and the peace that comes when we feel the wheels of 
the passmg years turn so slowly it is almost complete rest I dozed 
as I lay - life stopped for me while my eyes swayed and fell. 

But Rory, his mind whirling, sang of passionate life. He sang the 
song of the old Newgate murderer, the song found scrawled upon 
his Newgate cell after they hanged him and buned him. How 
eene to see hun ghostmg like this m Ireland, his disjointed spme 
ratthng. Rory, not aware that before the mght had fallen death 
would have got him, too — his body plugged full of English lead - 
sang cheerily ; 


‘My name is Samuel Hall, Samuel Hall, 

My name is Samuel HaU, Samuel Hall, 

My name is Samuel Hall, 

And I’ve only got one ball, 

Here’s my curse upon you aU, 

God damn your eyes I 

‘Hailed a man ’tis said, so ’tis said, 

I killed a man ’tis said, so *tis said, 

I hit him on the bead, 

With a bloody lump of lead. 

And I laid the bugger dead, 

V God damn your eyes I’ 

I did not heed the words, but the sense, entermg my mind, broke 
my dream. Lookmg up I saw the west grow cold and saffron as if 
the threshers of the mom, reduphcated m valley after valley, had 
own a storm of com sheaves against the falling cape of mght. A 
score of birds fulfilhng their ancient ritual flew homeward in 
ormation : as they passed into the blazmg sun I dropped my eyes 
again to the stream, but while I had turned away it had changed 
to ver against the dark stones. Dusk was droppmg upon us 
^CTetly and we must move on to some house where we could sit ' 
ore the flames and doze before a chimney wall browned with 
^ ^d sleep qmetly while the mght passed by. 

with^ tramped ahead, keeping to the back roads stiU, but qmte 
^ out fear now that we were so many miles from the enemy» 



and at last, high up among the hills, walking in the reaches of the 
wind, we came to the httle roadside house that was shop and post 
office m one, and we sat there wearily by the fire. 

The land was cold and windswept here, and the few elms that 
stood outside, landmark for many miles aroimd, were tom by the 
wmd like the clouds m the sky. Rory was to stay here for the 
night, but I had to move farther on, so I sat by the fire waitmg 
impatiently for the cart that was to carry me part of the last few 
miles to supper and bed. At the end of the kitchen the old carter 
was whispering across the httle counter with the woman of the 
house; the young daughter of the house stood beside them fighting 
an old lamp that hung from a beam overhead. Presently the two 
grey pates were ht from above. The glow fell on the unpainted 
counter, plam as when its planks first arrived from the town of 
Macroom twenty miles away and were flung on the kitchen floor 
for the admiration of the little fat woman with her httle fat baby. 
The glow fell on the soiled and mutilated bank notes, on the silver 
and copper coins, on the blue sugar bags and the dun surfaces of 
the remainder of Saturday mghPs groceries. I waited while they 
talked m a secretive whisper, perhaps over the account, perhaps 
about their old-wives^ gossip of the countryside. Perhaps they 
were wishmg us wandermg guerillas farther on and wishmg the 
fighting at an end lest their houses be burned over their heads. 
Outside m the windy mght the old horse was tethered to an elm, 
its head bent low and its eyes heavy with sleep like a Buddha's. 

I sat by the fire and raked m the ashes with the muzzle of my nfle. 

I felt it would ram heavily tomght though the wmd was gettmg 
stronger, and once again I thought of the girl m the black cloak; 
but already she had slipped many miles mto the thmgs of the past, 
and in another day she would have shpped wholly from my mmd 
not to be recalled unless m some odd place at some odd time when 
I would wonder about our strange encounter, and m sentimental 
mood wonder if she ever asked a comrade where I had gone, saymg 
that I was a mce boy,^perhaps more than that She had been at 
such a door as this m her mother's arms She would stand there 
again m one, two, three years’ time biddmg farewell to the very 
last mockmg couple of her bridal party, and, looking at the sky 
With her young husband, see the commg of the rain and lock and 
latch the door upon it, and returning to the dymg fire would hear 
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the first drops fall on the wann core, and the rising howl strip the 
elms; he would draw her toward him and she, feeling her youth 
passed forever, would weep softly and secretly in the dark and 
then smile for her first ungirdling. What lovely weavings the old 
Weaver thinks of, as if all will not fray away m the end and 
moths nse from the eyes of his dears. Even storm*; crumble at the 
end m dust. 

I heard Rory chant some passage from a hedge-school memory, 
and turning I saw the young girl of the house watching him, 
ready for a burst of laughter at the end. 

This, chanted Rory, ‘is a man, the beauty of whose eloquence 
and the wisdom of whose conversation are balanced only by the 
impeccabdity of his character and the noble quahties of the mmd 
wherewith God has endowed him, for it is abundantly dear to me,^ 
contmued the emperor m a graver tone, ‘that wherever the ongmal 
refulgence of the human mind is neither adumbrated in its infancy 
nor adulterated in its maturity, the unique powers of the will of 
man must mevitably produce in every individual, no matter m 
w at dime he has been bom, nor under what star he has first seen 
the hght of day, if only he be tme to what is nght and turn from 
w at is wrong, the gemus of an Alexander, the oratory of a Cicero, 
t e wisdom of a Solomon, or the subhme skill of a Leonardo da 
Vma, as the case may befall.^ 

The httle belhed fellow finished with a breathless rush, and 
mg to the girl clapped his hands and dapped her hands with 
ms m applause at his own performance. 

child was to accompany me a httle way on the 
ma e snuggled into the back of the cart and sat shouting our 
rewe ^ it jolted away from the two yellow squares of hght and 
om e giures crowding the open door. Then as we entered the 
* silence fell on us three. I stretched back on the floor 
, ^ temng to the braggart storm. I fdt young and wilful 
I loved to hear its impotent whine : off behmd 
five ° mountain through which a pass had been cut maybe 
thp 3go by roadmakers rotted m the grave there came 

direch^ spr^ding hght of the moon. We were foUowmg the 
eves wpr ^ mcmg clouds, flying beyond us m the sky. My 
"When Smnuig to close with the rough swaymg of the cart 
^ suddenly the child claspmg my hand said : 


‘Are you afraid of the pookas ? I am P 

And fell upon my breast and laid her head by mme and I put 
an arm around her and we lay so, joltmg along under the stars and 
the dnvm'g fleeces overhead. Presently I left them, and the old cart 
was soon out of earshot. 

Joggmg on through the dark, my thoughts wandered at will. I 
pictured the bed where I would sleep. I had slept m so many 
hundreds that it might be any size or shape, but I chose from my 
set of images one bed most smtable to the stormy mght. It was the 
marriage bed of the peasants, made of plam wood, closed on back, 
side and top, and only the front left open, and that sometimes 
covered by a curtam on a strmg. It was like a beehive with a flat 
crown and slopmg roofs, shallow at head and foot, so that a man 
could stand in comfort only m the middle of the bed. The storm 
might howl for all I cared, the ram might drench the stooks and 
fill the yards with pools of dung; the wmdows might rattle - I - 
would sleep the night through and wake to jQnd the skies dearmg 
in the mormng. I was hungry for food and sleep, and m this bed I 
would he for a while thinkmg over the day^s happenings, trymg 
to find a scheme for thin gs in the true dreamer’s way, a scheme 
into which everyone would fit as by nature, the woman of the 
cloak, the httle girl, myself, the dead husband, the carter, the 
crowds that meet and remeet, as it seemed aimlessly, bhndly - and 
aU. these would jumble in my mmd and quamt combmations occur 
and confuse me, and my reasomng fall under the sway of mter- 
weavmg images and sleep come secretly with her hood 

At last the bright square of wmdow hght shd mto view, quar- 
tered by the crucifix framework, and I found the causeway to the 
door and groped my way to it after the wmdow vanished m its 
own recess. I played bhndman’s buff with the door and at last with 
outstretched hands I stumbled against it and grasped the latch. 

Pile flames, a settle, and maybe a white cloth and somethmg to 
eat other than dry bread and tea with goat’s milk. I lifted the latch 
and looked in : a young woman stood with her back to me stiff- 
ened m a posture of surprise as when I first fumbled at the door, 
but, relaxing and turmng when I spoke, touched her soft hair and 
bade me enter : it was the young woman of the monung 

Ts there e’er a wake here?’ I asked, seemg the lone kitchen, my 
voice trembhng as I spoke. 


59 



T)evil a wake then T She was s mi l in g at me again. 

^ehe very quiet then/ 1 said, looking around at the dean-swept 
kitchen, and then at her skm like a hoy's under its first white 
down. 

* Tis quiet, wisha,' she answered, making way for me as I moved 
to the settle. I asked if there would be room for the night, and she 
said there would be and welcome. 

'And a bit to eat for a hungry man ?* 

'Surely, if you don't mind waitmg for just a moment or two. 

I wanted to ask how she came before me to the hither side of the 
country twelve long mdes away from last night’s hostel. I flung 
aside my bandoher and ramcoat; I laid my rifle and pack and belt 
m a comer. She went to the end of the kitchen and I heard the 
splash of water and the paddhng of hands, and when she returned 
to me by the fire, wipmg her fingers, they were rosy when the 
apron fell. She half knelt before the fire to blow it with a hand 
bellows, and as she worked her body formed a single curve, one 
breast on one knee, and her arms circling the knee while she 
worked lustily at the bellows. I could see the httle wrinkles at each 
comer of her lips - laughter wnnkles, maybe ? 

'Are the old people in bed?' I asked. 

Tes.' Her voice trembled, I thought. 

‘And the rest? Where’s the rest from you?' 

'There’s nobody else Tom, my brother, is on the run in Kerry. 

I leaned back on the settle and the flames crackled mto hfe. 
'Well, you must be very lonely here all alone.’ 

T have got used to it,’ she answered, patting her hair with the 
fingers of her hands : how soft it looked 1 Then she stood up and 
began to spread a white cloth on the white table, and then to lay 
a imlk )ug, a cup and saucer, a sugar basin, a pot of jam. 

'Do you live here ? ’ 

Tes.’ 

'But you’re not always as desolate as this - surely?’ 

'Desolate, just as you say; this is a lonely district, you know.’ 
Well, it’s not so bad at all now,’ said I. T shouldn’t mind if I 
lived here - the mountains and the valleys . . .’ 

She halted in her step and faced me ; the little mouth was gath- 
ered mto a hard white button of flesh. 

would soon tire of these mountains I The city, though. 


that" s where Fd like to live There’s company there, and sport and 
educated people, and a chance to live whatever life you choose F 

She had put two eggs into a little black pot of boding water, and 
the water bubbled and leaped around them with a hissmg. A blast 
of wmd came down the chimney and drove a cloud of fire smoke 
mto the kitchen. We sat sdent and presently went to the table and 
she poured me red tea to drink and I cut the brown loaf and 
plastered it with butter and jam, and ate greedily. She ate before 
the fire, and I asked her why she did not like the district, but she 
only looked at me and said nothing. I asked agam, pleadmg that I 
wished to know, really and truly. She answered : 

‘Because this farm is bare and high. The land is poor. And this 
downland has a northern aspect." 

A heavy drop of ram feU on the fire - the storm was howlmg. I 
saw the sea of discontent and unrest that these words were bom 
of, saw the drizzlmg ram and no sun shinmg on it, saw her looks 
steal round her to this farm and to that and back from them to her 
own home. Another gust of wmd blew the smoke around her and 
she turned away from it and clasped my knee to prevent herself 
from fallmg from the low stool. 

‘You'll be choked," said I, and her eyebrows stirred and she 
smiled at me. I laid my palm on her hand and thought of the 
whole hvelong day I had spent, the rick that must be threshed 
before the wind fell, the carter joggmg through the wet night, the 
sea of darkness outside the door. How many days could I hve 
without a complete revolt 1 1 spoke earnestly. 

‘IFs a cmel country to have to hve m." 

She spoke kmdly to me then. 

T think you are honest," she said. 

T)o you think that?" 

‘I think you are honest. Really honest," she said agam 

Fookmg at her soft eyes, and at her soft hau, my eyes wandered 
down to the first shadows of her breasts : she caught my glance 
and looked down at her warm bosom and then at me and she 
smiled. As I moved to her I saw the httle broken comer of her 
tooth; I had no word to say; so I sat beside her before the le^mg 
flames and put my arms around her and felt in the cup of my 
hollow palm the firm casque of her breast. Smihng at me as a sick 
woman might smile upon a doctor who brought her ease from 



pam she shpped my hand beneath her blouse to where I felt the 
warmth of her skm and her warm protruding nipple, and I leaned 
to her for a kiss. 

A rush of feet came to the door and the little girl from the road- 
side house flung it wide with a cry to me to run, to run; Rory was 
shot dead; they were coming west for me ! I bundled up my eqmp- 
ment, ran m a flash through the open door into the dark night, 
and raced on and on — stumbhng and f allin g and gomg I cared not 
where but away from headlamp hghts flashing to the north. When 
I fell mto a panting walk I was hke a man who has been bstemng 
to music the hvelong day and after it his mind is fuU of strange 
chords, and lU-recoUected they torture him with a sense of some- 
thmg lost. On my bare head the rain fell heavily and aslant, now 
and agam it was blown mto my face by the wmd, and the clouds 
totally blotted out the moon; Full of terror for such a death as I 
ew Rory*s was I filled every house "with armed men, fierce men 
to w om kdhng was a little thmg and torture but little more, and 
my imagination and the stories I had heard drove me blindly on 
ough the sodden mght. I trudged a way through the pathl^ 
gs ai^ tore through briery dikes; all that mght I found no 
s ter om the lashing ram and I met not a single tree in leaf : 
ong a CT mdmght I saw a little ghntmg wmdow leap suddenly 
on 0 e dark about a mile away, and as I thrust away from it, 
aw^ to safety, mto the rain, the memory of its hght tortured me 
e memory of cool wmds must torture the damned of hell. At 
W ^ lonely ruin on the moimtam, three walls, and I 

y on e ee side of it while the rain dripped on me from the 
remnants of its eaves " 


ii- ^ a dim radiance ht the falling haze, but whet! 

bpfnrp 1-1. ^ sinkmg moon or any hour past three 

thiTia TTi ^ oould not say. No sound was to be heard : no hvi 
no ';nnTiS'^T * stirred the wet air : the falling haze ma 

thronoii fh chattering and trembling, and my feet plash 
there ^ ''^ct earth and the drowned grass, and when I halt 
fell wifli crossed a little stone waU and one of the stoE 

creahiTA sound. I might have been the last hum 

the Deluge ^ world, waiting un 
Wards on ® fortieth night of rain would strain him u 

on his to« while the water licked his stretched neck. Y 



everywhere they slept sound abed, my dark woman curhng her 
warm body beneath the bedclothes, the warmer for the wet fall 
without, thuikmg if she turned and heard the dnppmg eaves - 
that the wmter was at last come. 

Cold till doom 1 
The storm has spread. 

A nver is each furrow on the slope, 

Each ford is a full pool 

Each lake is a great tidal sea. 

Each pool IS a great lake. 

Horses cannot cross the ford. 

Nor two feet 

The fish of Ireland are wandenng. 

There is no strand upon which the waves 
do not pound 
Not a town is m the land. 

Not a beU, not a crane’s whimng cry 

The wolves in the wood of Cuan cannot rest. 

They cannot sleep in their lair * 

Even the httle wren cannot shelter 
In her tiny nest on the side of Lon 

Keen wind and cold ice 

Have burst upon the httle world of birds. 

The blackbird cannot shelter its side 
In the wood of Cuan 

Cosy was our pot upon the nook. 

In the crazy hut on the slope of Lon : 

The snow has crushed the wood, 

And toilsome is the climb to Ben-bo 

The anaent bird of Glenn Rye 
Is gneved by the cold wind : 

Her misery and her pam are great. 

The ice will get mto her throat 

From flock and from down to rise 
Were folly for thee I Take it to heart 
Ice heaped on every ford, 

"Wherefore I say 'cold till doom'. 
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Down below me in the valley I heard an early cart; the mormng 
wind, hght and bitter, sang occasionally in the key of the flooded 
streams The dawn moved along the nm of the mountains and as I 
went down the hill I felt the new day come up aroimd me and life 
begm once more its anaent, ceaseless gye. 



The Patriot 


It was doubtless because of the inevitable desire of man to recap- 
ture the past that they went to Youghal for their honeymoon. 
Their fnends expected them to go at least to Dubhn, if not to 
London or Pans, but they both knew m their hearts that they had 
spent the gayest days of their hves m this httle town, and so, as if 
to crown all those early happmesses, to Youghal they went, like 
true voluptuanes dehberately creatmg fresh memones that would 
torment them when they were old. 

Across there on the httle stone promenade, when they were as 
yet httle more than girl and boy, they had met for the first time. 
She was on hohday with her sister; he had come wnth his aunt for 
the day In the tram they had met Edward Bradley, his former 
teacher, and Mr Bradley had walked about wuth him (m spite of 
his aunt) for a few hours, and given them tea. He had been 
flattered, he remembered, because old Bradley stayed with them 
so long, and afterwards he pretended to Norah that Mr Bradley 
was really a great fnend of his Off there at the end of the prom- 
enade they had sat, the three of them, because his aunt was too 
old to walk far wnthout a rest, and as they sat there Norah and 
her sister came and halted opposite them to lean on the wall. A 
Imer was passing slowly, almost imperceptibly, along the horizon 
and everybody was lookmg at it, and his aunt was askmg him to 
tell them — he was young, God bless him, and had the better sight 
- Was It two funnels or three it had He had stood up, pretendmg 
to look at the hner, but he was really trymg to look at Norah s 
black hair and her jet-black eyes without being seen, growmg 
irritated because he and she could not be there alone, and growing 
more irritated still because he saw that she too was trying to look 
^t him wnthout bemg observed, tummg her back frequently on 
the sea to look, as it were, up over their heads at the crowds on the 
^^hffs, curvmg herself backwards over the wall and standmg on her 

65 



toes as if to show herself off to him. In the end her sister drew her 
away as the ship became too famt to be seen and Bernard became 
so disconsolate and sdent that his aunt plucked at him and said ; 

‘What on earth’s wrong with you, Bemie? Are you tired, or 
what is It?’ 

But Mr Bradley cocked his eye at him and winked without his 
aunt seemg. Old Bradley was a cute boyo, he had thought, and 
flushed because he felt he had been observed. After tea he and his 


aunt were alone agam, and she, who had been so sweet to their 


compamon, was now abusmg him roundly for a firebrand who 
was leadmg all the young men into wild politics. ‘Some day,’ 
Bemie defended, ‘that man will be Lord Mayor of Cork and then 
you’U smg a different song,’ hut she would have none of it and as 
he just then caught sight agam of his dark girl in the distance and 
wished to walk on and catch up with her he did not argue further. 
Alas ! His aunt got tired once more, saymg that the tea was hke a 
load on her stomach, and they had to sit on another bench. His 
dark vision passed out of his sight and he felt she had merely 
floated before him and he would never meet her agam. 

When he did meet her agam it was several years after and she 
was agam on hohday m Youghal, and it was only by degrees they 
reahzed they had seen each other before. On thiR occasion he was 


an Irregular guer^a — doubly a rebel — seated high up on a lorry, 
with his nfle across his back and his coat collar turned up, and his 
cap thrown back and upwards from his forehead to let his curls 
free to the wind Seven other lorries were roaring along behmd 
him through the streets and as they tore their way under the old 
clock archway, there on the pavement, snulmg up at them, and 
waving her green handkerchief to them, was the lovehest dark- 
haired girl he had ever seen. Their lorry halted just beyond the 

troops marchmg m from the railway, and he 
alighted and by virtue of bemg a soldier was able to approach her 
on the pretence of wanting matches or agarettes. By the tune the 
oops came mto the town they were in a Httle teashop, and he 
was ^tmg away with aU the bravado m the world. As the men 
P ed outside, four by four, they sang then rebeUy songs, waking, 

Zr! . who had once hved 

cZch of Cork foom his tomb m Christ’s 

, and the ghost of every Elizabethan sailonnan who cast a 



rope ashore by the crumbled quays they could see through the 
rear door of the shop, edging with their f^en stones the ghttermg 
blue of the bay. 

There were descendants of those sea dogs m that town still, she 
told him, for having come there year after year on her hohdays 
smce she was a httle child she knew Youghal as if she had been 
bom there. She chanted the names to him, the Memcks, the 
Gurneys, the Boyles, the Bnsketts, and at each name he swaggered 
his cup on high to curse them, so that it was a profane litany that 
finished their tea. 

The Yardleys too,^ she said, laughing at him. 

‘God damn them forever I* he swashbuckled. 

'Of course the Townshends are Cromwelhans,' she smiled. 

‘Damn them forever V he cried agam. 

Her eyes wandered to the bay. A brown-sailed yawl was floating 
past on the blue water as gracefully as a yacht 

‘Isn’t she lovely?’ she cried, flushmg with the dehght of it. 

‘Not as lovely as you,’ he bantered. 

‘Oh 1 Come and watch her,’ she mvited, and away they went. 

When he found his way to the abandoned military barracks 
they had taken over, it was late mght — disaplme was a joke m 
those days — but he did not sleep for many hours, standing at the 
"wmdow of the deserted messroom watching where the moon 
poured down across the face of the shimmermg ocean, into the 
htde harbour. It lit up as if it were day the shouldermg furze- 
finght hills, and the white edge of motionless surf at the base of 
the distant cliffs, and every sleeping roof m the town clustered 
beneath him. 

It was curious that it was there in Youghal, too, that same 
summer, that Norah had first met Edward Bradley There had 
been a public meetmg in the market place while the guerrillas 
held the town and one of the chief speakers was Bradley. That day 
he had spoken with a terrible passion against England, and agamst 
die Irish traitors who had been cowed by her, and his passionate 
Words caught and flared the temper of the people so that they 
cheered and cheered until their voices echoed across the smooth 
Surface of the * ^he woods beyond Bemie had cheers 

hke the < beside Norah, p | 

baend, . ^ three met, and ^ J; 



"With his success, walked between them along the tumble-down 
quays. He found that he knew Norah^s people qmte weU, though 
he had not seen them for many years. 

‘But m caU on them often now,* he said, looking at Norah, and 
he began to take her arm, and then he remembered Bemie and he 


took his arm - hke a grandfather, Bemie had said, jokingly, to 
him, and was angry with himself for saying it, for a deeper blush 
crept over the face of the older man and, halting, he had said : 

‘Maybe I am too old to be walkmg with the like of ye,* and 
cockmg his eye at the girl agam he had laughed, half bitterly as 
Bemie thought, and with a ‘God bless ye, my children,* turned and 
walked away. Wasn*t he a very nice man, Norah had said, and 
stood lookmg after the teacher so long that Bemie almost thought 
he was gomg to be jealous; but he had not thought long of it. It 


was a warm autumn day, and so dear that they could see across 
the channel where the hay garnered in for the winter had left 
white patches on the dovered meadows. Tempted by the fields 
beyond they had rowed slowly cross the bay to spend the after- 
noon on the other side. The geese had cropped the grass of the 
foreshore until it was as close and dean as a golf course, except 
where a few odd straws lost to the granary lay strewn about and, 
with them, cast up by the tide, bits of reedy sea wrack, and here 
and there the dark grey droppmgs of the fowl. The air was so 
rarefied that as they crossed the low stone walls on their way into 
e Mk woods the stones feU with a gurglmg sound like water, 
^ r away the ocean boomed deeply into the crannied rocks. 

gone deep mto the woods to He there while the misty 
artoess fell, bringmg in the mght wmd a httle ram, to he there 
^ ^ ^ stdl as corpses, as stiU as fallen leaves. They 

ate at mght to the town whose yellow wmdows, bright 
acruss t e channd, spoke to them of sanded floors in quayside 

pubs and the first fires before the wmter. 

week was out the town was abandoned and 
jjj til ^ ^ stand under the shelter of the old town walls watch- 

gr^at arracks smoking against the fading sky and the 

blendefl^° f^lnt that m their greyness they 

Wended and were lost in the darkness and the smoke 


It was the 


Way of that guerilla life that for months on end a 



man never even thought of home or friends, and for months 
Bernard wandered among those grey mountams to the north of 
Youghal, as aimlessly as, and, he used to feel, more uselessly than, 
a lost sheep. Once only did he use his nfle in those seven months 
of guerilla hfe and that was when smpmg from fifteen hundred 
yards a village supposed to contam enemy troops. He slept m a 
different bed each night and never ate twice in succession from 
the same table so that most of his tune was spent m gomg from 
place to place m search of food and rest He did so less from a sense 
of danger than a sense of pity towards the farmers who had to feed 
and shelter bun and his fellows, never thinking that as all his 
fellows did as he was domg, it saved nothmg to the flour bm lymg 
hghtly on the loft, or the tea caddy on the high mantelshelf, 
emptied almost daily. 

The days scarcely existed for him, the weeks flew over his head 
as unnoticed as birds hommg at mght, until as a human bemg he 
almost ceased to be, enveloped by the countryside as if he were a 
twig, a stone, an ear of com And then, without the shghtest 
warning, as suddenly as the breaking of a thundershower, he 
remembered how lovely Youghal had been, and Norah, and he 
hated to look up at the cold and naked mountains. It was late 
February with the ram f allin g as by the clock, and for a month 
they had been himted through it, day and night. Think i n g of that 
2nd thinkmg of the summer his memory began to work on him 
like a goad All about him on the mght he thought of her, sittmg 
along by the embers of a turf fire after the family had gone to bed, 
the mountains lay black and silent, wet as if they had been dipped 
in the sea. Overhead a white path of stars more clear m the washed 
air than if there were a frost abroad. Out there, too, he felt, was 
danger; he was hstemng so mtently that he almost leaped when a 
httle cricket chirmped m the dark warmth of the hearth. He 
feared even to stir, so great a noise did every movement make — 
almost as great, it seemed, as the resoundmg drop-drop of the 
leabng thatch beyond the door. 

In his pocketbook he had her one letter, re mind i n g him of that 
httle wood where they had loved ; 

I went speaally to Youghal to see our wood again The aut umn is 
over it and over all the land. The days are shortemng, farmers are 
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thieshmg, thatching turf-ncks, digging potatoes, cuUing sheep from 
their flocks to barter in fair and market, fields are decaying with 
gnef for the loss of their fruits, and grief is a brown and wthered 
hag, nuts are ripening, blackbemes are rotting, holly berries are 
reddemng, leaves are dropping yellow. Mists cover the mountains 
hke a hooded cloak, grey rocks ooze tears of desolation, green ferns 
on the luUside are withering, and purple heather is turning grey. 
Birds are sdent, winds rusthng in denuded boughs In Youghal 
tourists are departed - no more the hum of the motor, nor the flash 

of fashionable attire. In my httle hotel Mrs M is resting and 

kmttmg, K turning over stacks of McCaWs Journals and Home 
Gossips, the serving-girl is considering her return to her mother's 

home, P L wearing her shoes 'going aisht and wesht’, 

B twmkhng with gestating jokes, and R countmg the tak- 

ings of the season Norah is at the moment writing to Bernard; at 
other moments? — thinkmg, reading, peering into a dimly ht 
future . . 


He s^ed at that letter, so full of life as it was. Then he thought 
of the night outside and went to the door. He could hear the 
streams swuhng down the dark haca and as he hstened their roar 
mingled vsdth the desolation of the silence, and he wished passion- 
ately to be away from so lonely and cruel a place. 

luee miles across the hills, in a httle fishing hotel by a moun- 
tem ake, was the headquarters of the division. There, he hoped, 
e mig t get money — a few shillings would do — to help him on 
e roa ome, and maybe they would give him a dean shirt and 
ar, an a better hat and trousers than these guerilla rags that, 
p 0 now, e had been flaunting as with a dehberate joy m their 

Edward Bradley there. For he 
An for several months in the moimtams, not 

f "7.“ He felt he wanted to 

that thi<?^^ ° Bradley, someone who wotild persuade hun 
hahnn ““t hopeless, that aU their humi- 

to feel ^ hunger was not, as he had long since begun 

and stolp and wasted offering Quietly he unbolted the door 
It It sodden starhght 

surprise etrv Ja lake below hun and to his 

■Wanly aler^n ^ httle hotel was ht. He approached 

knew be challenge, an enemy patrol - he might, 

^0 ' ^ But he c^tinued to walk 



unaccosted past the sleeping farmhouses and the great strewn 
rocks until he came to the lakeside edge and the hghted windows. 
Inside the steamed window the room was filled with armed men, 
smoking, drinking, arguing in groups He recognized the faces of 
three or four officers. There was the adjutant with his eyes swollen 
Yuth too much drink and too little sleep - it was common know- 
ledge that he hved like that. By the fij:e was Boyle, a great black- 
faced commandant from Kerry; under the lamp m the largest 
group he recognized Tom Carroll from East Cork - clearly a meet- 
mg of the officers of the division. 

He entered unchallenged where a group of men were lounging 
in the dim candleht hall. Three officers strode out of the room - it 
was the dining room - with empty glasses m each hand, returning 
gmgerly when the glasses had been filled to the bmn with black 
stout or porter. He saw the quartermaster coming out of the 
kitchen with a pair of black pmt glasses dnppmg their froth about 
his wrists. He went over to tell him how dangerous it was to 
leave the back road unguarded. The quartermaster only growled : 

‘Well, what are you domg here then? Go up yourself and sent- 
rify It,' and passed on. 

The column captain came out from the bar with a tray of 
divers-coloured glasses and to him also Berme told how the north 
road was unprotected. But the captam flew mto a rage and glared 
at him over the tray. 

‘I've told off SIX men, there, to go,' he said, jerking his head at 
the loungers m the hall. 

One of them spoke back at him, a fellow with only two walrus 
teeth above and below in his gums. 

*We Won't go. Why shoidd we go? Ye’re all d hn n kin g. Why 

don’twegetadhnnk?' 

00 into the kitchen and get it,’ said the captam. 

^Where'll we get the money?' 

Ask the quartermaster.' 

Damn the quartermaster.' 

1 Want the quartermaster,' said Bemie. T want a couple of bob 
to get home’ 

The loungers scoffed at him m a loud chorus, and Bucktcedi 
*^lled him Sweet Innocence Two more jomed tliem, swaggering in 
their belted and ragged ramcoats, out from the glow of die dining 
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room into the dark hall. As they came they dehberately crushed 
agamst the captain's tray, aU but upsetting his yellow and purple 
argosy. With a curse at them he raced like a waiter balancmg his 
tray mto the dining room, returning to grab Bernard and put him 
standing m the between passage outside the dining-room door. 

Stand there, you,' he growled. ‘And let nobody into this room 
unless he has business there.' 

The loungers cheered. 

‘Will ye go up, for Christ's sake,' the captain implored ,them, ‘to 
the north road and watch it or the whole division will be caught^' 

Oh ! It's always deh division, aw ! ' piped up a little fair-haired 
sprat of a boy from the foot of the stairs. ‘What about deh men, 
aw ? Dere's never any talk about deh men ?' 

For God s sake, get us a dnnk, Tim,' appealed the man with the 
walrus teeth. 




Go on, Jim, joined in three or four more. They seemed 
no sense of pnde left. 

With a sudden air of intimacy the captain stepped mto tht 

DU e of them, bending his neck right and left among them like a 
peckmg hen, ^ 

mu quartermaster will fix it up. 

ineyll never know m the hotel.' 

Buckteeth turned away m disgust 

*No . They feed us, and they sleep us,' he said, ‘and we're not 
gomg to soak dnnk from them as well ' 

I have no money for you,' complained the captain. 

^^^^nnaster have buckets of it,' declared Fair FTair. 

flarir ^ ^h word,' sueered a tall man in spectacles from his 
dark corner at the door. 

the word m spite of their anger : it measured 

the quartermaster’s thirst, 

left them^ more for ye,' said the captain in a temper, and 

and™e^body m dming-room door 

tention to him without paying the shghtest at- 

turned to fill h ^'^^ttermaster, already flushed with dnnk, re- 

on the shoidder^^^ timidly Berme touched 

^ j still ?' said the quartermaster. 



Bemie had not the courage to face the refusal of a loan so he 
asked instead for agarettes. The quartermaster thrust a' package 
mto his hand. 

Tlere/ he said. ‘You fellows do nothing from morning to night 
but bum and soak for cigarettes. Why don’t ye do something 

As he passed by, a piece of black and white paper fluttered 
gently to the ground in his wake. Berme picked it up It was a 
hundred-pound note. For a moment he thought of rushing out to 
his fellows m the hall and waving it m the air before their eyes; 
for another moment he thought of usmg it himself to get home 
Then he realized he could not steal money hke that, and even if 
he did nobody would change so large a note for them or him. As 
the quartermaster returned he tapped his arm once agam A wave 
of whiskey belched into his face as the fellow turned on him and 
stuck his potato nose mto his face. Berme held up the note, saw 
him look stupidly at it, without a word thrust it into his vest 
pocket and stride mto the dinin g room with his dnppmg glasses. 
What a hopeless sort of army they were, Berme thought, and he 
ni^de up his mind that he must at all costs go back mto the aty 
out of these mountains where they did nothmg for month after 
month but eat the substance of the people and lounge over the 
fire like sleepy dogs Things were still happenmg occasionally m 
the aty If he could rest for a while and see Norah, he would be- 
come mvigorated by her and be of some use again Suddenly there 
Was a great stirring in the room and the captain returned to tell 
him to close and guard the outer door. Berme did not have the 
energy to tell him that all t'his was foolery. Instead he begged a 
Blotch from him and ht a agarette and leaned into the comer of 
the passage to thmk. He had waited so long he could wait now 
another couple of hours until the dawn 

By the glow of the lamps m the room beyond the passageway 
he read Norah’s letter agam, scarcely heanng the talkmg and 
argumg nsmg hotter and hotter at the meetmg, though he faintly 
gathered as he read the letter by the dun light that they were con- 
sidering the whole military situation m the south and that some 
Were for laying down their arms at once, and other for fighting on. 
He was hardly mterested. He was thinking only of the summer 
that was gone and of every little madent of his last meeting \vith 
Norah m the woods beyond the bay at Youghal Gradually the 
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discussion in the room changed to an argument about men and 
a mmuni tion and money and as the voices fell his thoughts wan- 
dered freely to the brown-sailed yawl they saw floatmg past the 
frame of the restaurant door, the sun s hinin g on the blue and 
white sea m its wake and the curhng foam at its bows. He remem- 
bered how he had whispered an old song to her as they lay among 
the leaves and to himself he hummed it over again : 


‘O beloved of my inmost heart, 
Come some mght and soon, 

When my people are at rest. 

That we may talk together; 

My arms shall encircle you 
While I relate my sad tale 
That it was your pleasant soft voice 
That has stolen my heaven- 


The fire is unraked. 

The hght extmgmshed, 
The key is under the door. 
And do you softly draw it. 
My mother is asleep, 

But I am awake. 

My fortune is in my hand 
And I am ready. 

I will go with you . . * 


Edward Bradley* s voice addressing the meeting. Why he 
so e there he did not know, for he was not an army man. 
fh Benue that because he was older than anybody 

ere ey wanted to hear what the pohtiaans had to say He was 
^p onng them not to lay down their arms — far better to be de- 
^ f ^Elow or by degrees, though that would be slow and ter; 
n e or em all. As on that day at Youghal his passion earned 
fim cheered him loudly when he 

tTf-mW came mto the passage he was flushed and 

into tB B* he saw Berme he drew him with him out 

tBp ^ 1.^ i' loimgers were still there, out mto 

been wa B^a ^ sedge of broken reeds had 

of sea wrack m f ^ remindmg Berme of the sedge 

lake the m f foreshore across Youghal bay, but across the 

^ streams made a ceaseless desolate moanmg. 



and a night mist was blowing in their faces so that they had to 
shelter m the darkness of a gable wall. He told Bemie how terrible 
things were all over the country and Berme told him what he 
knew of the state of the men among those hills, all of them weak 
and scabby and sore, not a penny in their pockets, not a pipeful to 
smoke, not hin g to do from one week to another but run when 
danger approached, never together, badly led, beaten all but m 
name. 

‘And m this hotel,* said Bradley, ‘the ofldcers taking their break- 
fast at SIX o’clock in the evening and dr inkin g m the dawn.’ 

Suddenly Bradley said : 

‘Do you hear at all from that girl now ? ’ 

‘What girl?’ 

‘The girl in Youghal.’ 

‘A long tune ago. I got a letter.’ 

He hated to talk of Norah. It was as if she were a secret part of 
him and he would not bare it. 

‘She IS a very inteUigent girl,’ said Bradley. 

‘Yes,’ said Berme as if he were not really interested, but he felt 
his breath come m heavy waves. 

‘Oh, yes I’ said Bradley. ‘I saw a good deal of her before I came 
out here. I stayed at her house for safety several times before I 
took to the hills. A very mce gul.’ 

Berme shivered, his blood turmng over in his body, but it was 
not from the cold 

*Well, I’m leaving in an hour or two,’ said Bradley. ‘This place 
won’t be safe for twenty miles around after the news of this meet- 
ing gets to the mihtary.’ 

In the hall the candle was guttering out, but the loungers still 
remained. To say something to them as he passed in Berme told 
them what Bradley had said of the conditions about the country 
and of the officers m the hotel. 

Tuhl' taunted the taU bespectacled fellow. ‘And what does he 
do himself but hang over a book in the comfort of the hotel 

fire from mormng tonight?’ 

Berme returned to his position m the passage. He was sick of 
these taimtmgs and tale bearings He wondered how a man like 
Bradley could remam out there where he must hear them and 
notice them day after day. If Bradley chose he could go back to 
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hide in the city any day — there would be many people glad to 
receive and shelter him, and Benue wished he had asked for the 
loan of half a crown and a clean collar and tie. He must see Norah 
agam, and the city, and his people, and friends. The quarter- 
master was talking now, in a thick but fierce voice. 

No surrender** must he our cry,* he was saying. Td rather 
he shot any day than surrender. Let those that are tired of the 
fight go mto the aty and surrender ! * 

He peeped into the long room. One lamp was guttered low to a 
smokmg circle of red wick. The other glowed like a yellow ball 
through the skeins of smoke woven m heavy layers from table to 
ceihng. Beer bottles and empty glasses were everywhere. The men 
were yawnmg and stretching themselves, some talkmg among 
themselves, paying no heed at aU to the speaker, and the chair- 
man was drawing idle circles with a pencil on the table before 
him. 

Somebody silenced the quartermaster with a question and by 
egrees the talk fell agam to a drone as they discussed men and 
money and ammimition. He leaned back into a comer of the 
passage and while he thought of the road home, of every wmd 
an turn m it, of every side road and back road he could take, he 
e iato a doze where he stood. He awoke to hear Boyle from 
i^erry cry out in a fury at somebody : 

Tet thm that want to rat, do it. Myself and John Jo Sheehan 
wiB hold Kerry anyway. Won*t we, John Jo ?* 

e meetmg seemed to be ending. Sheehan was standing huge 
against the wmdow with his back to them aU; in spite of the 
lamp, black-shouldered against the pale glimmer of the dawn 
angmg over the mists on the lake outside. In tauntmg and utter 
he cursed over his shoulder at Boyle. 

Hold Kei^, how are you? You and Kerry may go to heU I* 

^ bi^oke up in laughter, men standmg and talking in 

tionc around their chief to discuss private ques- 

Bemip own. It seemed as if they would never come out and 
the j t gi^ound to sleep. The first few officers leavmg 

sleenin^ t? With their boots in mockery of their 

^ kitchen, where the 

about the strewn asleep on the settle, the table, on chairs or 
oor near the grey embers of the fire. He rolled a porter 



barrel in from the bar and sat on it and through the sounds of 
the departing officers, horses stamping, carts trundhng out, 
searchmgs m the dark for last drinks, calls and farewells, he slept 
m the comer of the cooling hearth. When he awoke the morning 
had come and the loungers were, hke him, shivenng together 
over the grate, where Buckteeth was blowing the seed of fire 
mto a fresh sod of turf. Seeing him open his eyes they asked 
him: 

‘Well? What was deh end of deh meeting, aw? Are we to go 
home or stay here? Aw?* * 

‘Fight on !* said Bemie. 

They looked at him too tired to mock the phrase. 

‘Stay here, he means,* said Buckteeth. ‘Stay bloody well here.* 
Berme shared his agarettes about and they smoked m silence 
while the fowl awakened by the echoing crow of the cock began to 
clatter and suckle in the ram water of the yard, for the ram was 
now darkemng the wmdow, pourmg straight down mto the 
dung-filled haggard. Looking outsat it Berme saw again the mist 
hangmg m the woods of Youghal, and Norah runmng dow the 
slip to the ferry, her black curls swinging as she ran. Their hunger 
began to stir m them, but they could not find a scrap of food m 
the house — it had aU been eaten by the crowd just departed In 
their search they found the quartermaster snormg on the sofa of 
the duung room, a roll of bank notes hangmg from his pocket. 
At once they grabbed them, sharmg out the smaller notes, leaving 
the twenty-fives and the fifties and the hundreds, but as they 
argued over the division the quartermaster awoke and m a fury 
he demanded the money. Buckteeth, who held the fistful of notes, 
showered them over the furious man*s head, and while he clam- 
bered under the tables and the chairs to collect them they mocked 
at him Beside himself with rage he cursed them for lazy, useless 
jouts and rushmg off to tackle his horse and sidecar m the yard 
oe left through the blowmg ram while in a crowd they cheered 
ni from the door. But money would not buy them food and 
they went about drainmg the ebb of porter m every glass, then 
wandering over the hotel from floor to attic to see what they 
could 6nd. There was not a soul there but the people of the house 
s^ping heavily after the long hours of work the day before, so 
returned to the kitchen to wait 
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At last the girls of the house came down the ladderlike stairs, 
their legs thrust bare into their dung-covered boots. They sat on 
the settle by the j&re, bowed over their knees until their mother 
followed. 


‘A bad morning, Mrs O’Rourke,* said Bemie to the mother. 

She stood by the low window and looked sadly at the rain. 

Isn’t it a bad morning, thanks be to God she sighed. 

Not a v/ord of reproach was said, or of mquiry about the meet- 
ing, or of complamt at their long labour. The girls sat looking at 
the fire or out at the rain. There was nothing for them to eat, 
and nothmg to do on such a wet day. The mother began to scrape 
the bins and the bags for flour and when the boy of the house 
came m he milked the cows. The dough was dampened with 
spnng water and fresh milk. It was kneaded and shaped and put 
^to the bastable while they all looked on. Through the open 
cmr they could see the rain splashing the causeway outside and 
a uck poked his eye in by the jamb. Buckteeth spat at the cocked 
eye and the duck clattered out, but nobody laughed. The bastable 
was over the fire and they had all turned to it to watch while the 
cake baked. While they waited six other men came to the house, 
sod en with ram, arm and thigh and chest, searching for a break- 
ast and news of the meeting, but when they found the others 
moved on patiently to the next farmhouse a 
e 0 . ey said they must be in Mdlstreet, twenty miles away, 

th Then they would walk on into Limerick along 

e ea e. or Limerick, they declared, bare and open though 

Cork. One of them, a Kerry lad, had 
Tio/i ^ ^ were tom by the bare leather of his boots. He 

con ah clung to his back with wet, and he 

anH acV The woman of the house took pity on him 

LimenrV when he heard the others argue that 

■weanlv dangerous place than Cork he sat down 

tween ^ began to cry, telhng his compamons be- 

hide here ^ afraid to go on with them and would 

others ^ mountains. All the while Buckteeth and the 

tned to ^ 

a house anri wh i ^^^ming him that this place was as safe as 
^ ^ drank the scaldmg tea and ate soft 



hot cake the girk searched him out a parr of socks and a dry, if 
tom, shirt. 

But while they ate they were less sure about the safety of the 
glens and they argued and argued as to what they should do next. 
The Kerry lad could say nothmg but ‘We must hide. We must 
hide m the holes of the mountains,* and the little feir-haired city 
ganun kept whinin g plamtively^ ‘But where are our oflScers? 
Where are our officers from us now? Aw?’ At mtervak the boy 
of the house assured them again and again that it was madness 
to stay there another day with the valleys filled, as he said, with 
‘people takmg the heek from one another with the news of the 
meetmg to ffie military m the next village.* So when the ram 
hghtened they scattered, some going to the north, one declarmg 
that the safest thing was to skirt the village to the east, and 
Benue found he had lost courage to attempt the journey home. 
Tomorrow he would go, he thought, and with Buckteeth and 
Kerry, as they christened him, he went up among the diffs in 
search of a cave to hide m. The boy of the house, though he kept 
* assuring them it was madness to stay there, showed them a dump 
that had been made m a cleft between the rocks, a gravehke place 
dug out of the earth and covered with a sheet of corrugated tm 
and hidden by stones and "withered brushwood There was barely 
room for the three to he m this dark, damp tomb, but as Kerry 
implored thein to go into it at once, they lay down there, shoulder 
to shoulder, peermg up and out all day long at the grey spears of 
the falhng rain. ’ 

At dark, m spite of their hunger and the cold, they slept. They 
slept past the nsmg of the sun, past the late monung, and aU the 
while it ramed and the whistlmg of the ram seemed to lull and 
keep them asleep m spite of encirchng danger. They were 
awakened by the shattermg echoes of machme-gun fire and the 
impact of hundreds of bullets teanng at the rock above their 
heads. When the first volley ceased, the echoes earned its rat-a- 
tat-tat across the cliff-top to where another echomg air seized 
upon It and redupheated it famter and famter mto the heart of 
the mountains before it finally died mto silence There was such 
a long mterval that it seemed as rf everybody were hstenmg to 
that last famt rephcation so high up and so to away. Then they 
heard the shouts below them : 
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'Come out I Come out, ye snipes I Come out or we'!! bomb ye 
out. Come out !' 

These cries were echoed, and then a brief silence followed. The 
next nunute the gun seemed to tear the tin roof from over their 
heads where they crouched helpless, their faces to the clay. They 
had placed their boots to dry, the night before, on the ledge 
before their dump and these now shot in on their foreheads 
tom to pieces by bullets. Again the echoes were reduplicated 
to the farthest uttermost glen and again the shouts came, 
with those echoes and their own that followed 

after 

Teer last chance I Ye whores 1 Come out 1 * 

The Kerry boy began to weep again. 

O God I ’ he shouted. 'Leave us out. Leave us out.' 

Throw down yeer guns,' cned the echoing voices below. 

They did so, and Buckteeth, tearing a sleeve from his shirt, 
raised it before him as he crawled out into the rain. Below them 
was a score of sturdy green-clad riflemen and m a minute the 
three were among them, shivering with fear and excitement - 
broken, timid as children. 

They passed through Youghal as prisoners, standing high on a 
lorry, conspicuous in their rags, and as it roared its way under 
the old clock archway, there across the wind-blown bay Benue 
glimpsed his woods s^ouded m mist, growing, as it seemed, out 
of the grey-green bay. Never did anything seem so definitely past 
to him as his su mm er flirting under those trees. It might have 
happened to him in another life, it might have been something 
he read of in a novel, so distant did it seem. 

They drove him to Cork that night and there he remained in 
prison until the winter was passed and another winter had come 
again. Norah wrote to him many times while he was in jail — at 
t briefly but kindly, sending him gifts as she might to any 
other prisoner, later on long letters at greater length, as to a 
^eaal friend After a while she brought herseK to reproach him 
or long silence of that lonely winter, a winter in which she 
a tried hard, and vamly, to be, as he had been, forgetful of the 
^eeti^s of their summer and autumn love. It was Christmas 
en e received a letter from her confessing how miserable and 
Ppy those months had been, and he was glad of the con- 
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fession though it was a torment to him to be reminded, in the 
place where he was, of his foolishness when he had been free. 
When she wrote that Edward Bradley often stayed with them, 
and spoke kmdly of him, it was a double torment - that worst 
torment of all prisoners - to think what lovely thmgs life could 
have given him, too, if he were out in the world and part of it. 
When he was freed he was very ill and weak and the doctor 
ordered him to the sea and he went, as a matter of course, to 
Youghal. It was February agam, just a year smce he had passed 
through It as a prisoner, and the woods and the bay were agam 
shrouded m haze, but because Norah came to see hun, and walked 
with him there, and showed him the ram m the cobwebs among 
the branches, and - it was so mild there by the sea - an early 
celandme hidmg under a root, he thought those woods even more 
beautiful than they had been almost two years before when they 
watched the red globe of the autumn sun si nk i n g behmd its 
black branches. 

Small wonder then that they should come back to the httle sea- 
side town for their Jioneymoon. It was Easter and late m the 
spnng — the fifteenth of April had been Easter Sunday — so that 
the catkins' furry paws were already raised to the sim, and the 
long tails and the tiny wet noses of the lambs protruded from 
the red and blue creels rumblmg in to the lamb fair. The yellow 
furze was ranged high against the blue sky along the slopes of 
the hills, and over the surface of the sea beneath there was a cold 
layer of air that made the waves break with a brittle noise such as 
one never hears m the soft, dead heat of summer. They went 
about that first day, then weddmg day, noticmg everything with 
new delight - the spears of green grass shootmg through the dead 
fields, the primroses and the violets clustered near the grey stones 
ni the ditches, the beech buds swollen red, the patches of haw- 
thorn green hghtmg the withered hedges. 

The long country lanes were empty; they had the ocean to 
themselves The summer visitors had not yet even thought of 
commg and all the length of the old stone promenade was bare. 
They even felt a delight m the shuttered wmdows and the bath- 
nig boxes nailed up smce last autumn. On the sands stretchmg 
for miles in front of them, lost m the end m the spume of the 

8i 



mcoimng waves far off in the distance, they saw only a sand- 
piper or two strutting by the skirts of the spreading sea, or pee- 
wits in their swoop turning as if to command on their white 
belhes, then turning again on dark wings, low over the thun- 
derous waves. When they lay under an early blossommg black- 
thorn high above that singing sea and in the long silences of love 
gazed over the empty horizon, or back at the clustered smokmg 
chimneys on the farther shore, Bernard felt, and knew that his 
young wife felt, that if another gull should wheel through the 
ue air, another distant lamb call out to its dam, their cups of 
ecstasy must overflow and roll upon the ground. They crossed 
ac then, as of old, to the pomts of hght that marked the town 
t ough an early sea haze and sought out that httle restaurant 
w ere so long ago they had cursed the Elizabethans and the 
romvi^llians, and there they had their tea, watchmg back 
oug the open door at the rear of the shop the channel darken- 
mg wit the fall of mght. As they ate they suddenly saw beside 
them a httle green poster bearing that day^s name and date. They 
read it with mterest : 


SINN FEIN ABU 
A Pubhc Meeting 
will be addressed 
in the Town Hall 
at 7 PM 
by 

EDWARD BRADLEY 


‘Shall we go?» asked Bernard. 

denna^/^^°^^ ^ down the wan- 

hidden H ^ wharves and the town hall There, 

thioudli w? crowd, they stood by an open window 

waterf of ever-present channel and the 

hnp. o„ J , m the haU hummed like flies, 

outside so floated in from the half mght 

harbour, and f™ fishmg smacks m the 

Bernard knew so well poakod mountams that 

fall outside and th ^ lovely to watch the hollow mght 

8^ ’ it now and agam a green light cli^ 



ing up a nfast, and to timi from it to the pale pink-washed green- 
ht room within, that they paid but httle heed to the speakers 
untd their friend the teacher rose. 

The years between that mght and the day m the market square 
had not dulled his eloquence, and though his temples were gone 
quite white now - premature for his years - the terrible passion 
of the man blazed like the fire of bummg youth. Yet as he talked 
the lovers did not ]om m the cheers of the audience. The mght 
had fallen now and nothing showed beyond but the eyes of green 
or red on mast and poop. The mountains had vamshed. The far 
woods were gone. They barely heard the lapping of the bay As 
by one thought they moved quietly out through the cheenng 
crowd mto the darkness. But, shyly, they did not go back directly 
to theu hotel. Wrapped m theu own ^ence and the silence of 
the mght they wandered about the quays or m and out among 
the lanes as if prolongmg the mght to the very last moment. The 
meetmg was over before they returned to theu hotel, and the 
hghts of the houses in that street, and doubtless of every street m 
the town, were gone up to the second storey When they entered 
their room they saw that the pale hght of the gas lamp outside 
the window fell on the high old-fashioned ceihng and from there 
glimmered dovm on the wide, carved bndal-bed, and needing no 
other hght they used none. Across the street was another row of 
sleepmg houses, and beyond that the bay, widemng to the ocean, 
and when they stood without stimng they could hear the low 
boom of the waves on the chffs and across the bar As they un- 
dressed, the famt hum of a motor rose m the distance and ap- 
proached along the street, 

‘Bernard,^ she whispered. 

Over his shoulder he could see her pale body in the dim hght, 
but where he stood by the wmdow with one hand raised to draw 
down the blmd his eyes fell on the passmg car He saw the white 
hair of their orator friend, the old bachelor, the patriot, driving 
out of the town into the country and the dark mght The hedges 
Would race past him, the rabbits skip before his headlights on 
the road; the moths m the cool wmd would fly round his flushed 
fsce and his trembhng hands But that wmd would not for 
many miles cool the passion m bim to which he had given his 
hfe. 
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Bernard/ she whispered again, and her voice trembled a little. 
He drew the blind down slowly. The lamp shadowed the 
framework of the window on it. Slowly he turned to her where 
she gleamed even in the dark. 



A Broken World 


‘That’s a lonely place I’ said the pnest suddenly. He was rub- 
bing the carnage window with his httle finger. He, pointed with 
the stem of his pipe through the window, and the flutter of snow 
and the blown steam of the engine, at the mountamy farm to his 
nght He might have been talking to himself, for he did not stir 
his head or remove his elbow from its rest. He was a skeleton of 
a man, and the veins of his temples bulged out like nerves. 
Peering I could barely see, below the pine forest of The Depart- 
ment’, through the fog of the storm, a lone chapel and a farm- 
house, now a tangle of black and white. Although it was the 
middle of the day a light shone yellow in a byre. Then the build- 
mgs swivelled and were left behind. The land was bhnding. 

‘Aye 1’ I said. ‘It is lonely. But,’ I said easily, ‘sure every parish 
is a world m itself.’ 

He grunted and pulled at his cherrywood pipe and kept look- 
ing out the window at the whirling dots of white. 

Then, without looking at me — looking down at the flap of 
my trousers, instead — he leaned forward, one bony hand gripping 
his left knee, and his elbow resting on the other knee so that he 
might stdl hold and smoke his pipe m comfort I could see that he 
spoke less for the sake of conversation than from a desire to in- 
struct me, for he seemed to get no other pleasure out of his ta 

‘That used to be a credo with me, too,’ he said, that every 
parish IS a world m itself. But where there is no moral umty there 
IS no hfe.’ 

‘Moral uiuty?’ 

There were ten notes in the wmd, boom and whistle and 
and Sigh Listening to them I hardly heard him The snow a 
stopped. 

‘Yes.’ He was cock-assuredly positive. ‘Lif^ is a mora unity 
With a common thought. The com^ositum of one s being, emerg- 



ing from the Divine Essence, which is harmony itself, cannot, 
unless it abdicates its own intelligence and hves in chaos, that is 
to say, m sin, be in disunity with itself. Since society, however, 
is an entity composed of many members, life becomes a moral 
umty with a common thought. You can see that?^ 

Tes.» 


He went on, while I wondered if he was a professor in some 
semmary trying out something he had been studying. He enun- 
ciated his ideas with indra'wn bps. That gave him a helhsh, peda- 
gopc look. The glare outside turned him mto marble. 

In places like that you have a broken world, and there is no 
umty.^ 

In spite of this abstract way of talking the next thin g he said 
showed me that he was not a professor. 

Let me ^ve you an example of what life is like in those isolated 
p aces, ] erlang his head. ‘When I was ordamed my first parish 
was a one y parish in the County Wicklow. Erom my presbytery 
to th entire coast, a long straight beach, miles 

niif south, with a headland at each end stuck 

of InaKi A ^ uiarsh. Then comes the first wave 

hr. A ^ /round villages like Newtownmountkennedy. The 

reallv^ A^ i ^^ose hiUs, though it isn’t what you would call 

turnips and potatoes and 
Yon np A ^ greens are not bad; but they cannot grow wheat, 
thon bottom for wheat. I was a young man 

the^nd keen, so I studied these questions.’ 

a bloody bore ^ myself, you must have been 

A vLi pointing through the opposite window, 

rows, all ^ ^ 

twenty miles t spread away and away, maybe 

mountains fieri’ - rektion to that good land as these 

plain That ic <■ over his shoulder - ‘in relation to that 

labour but pin ° mountain bog, reclaimed by much 

‘wretchefi mno \ r ^ voice was almost oratoncal here - 

mountamtoDs ^ plateau of the 

^ P • e native tribes lived as freebooters up there as 



late as the end of the eighteenth century. It was wooded then, 
and imtouched by any road. Then, m nmety-eight, two so-called 
military roads cut it across and across like a scissors. They were 
iSfty miles long, and straight as rulers. By the way,’ he asked sud- 
denly, catching me looking idly out through the window, 'were 
you ever m County Wicklow?’ 

‘Oh, no, Father,’ I rephed, as suddenly. I forced myself to at- 
tend. Just then my eye caught the eye of an old farmer seated 
opposite me m the carnage; he was midway on the same seat as 
the pnest, and, so, near enough to hear everything. A pool of 
water had gathered around each boot. Spits starred the dry patch 
between Seeing me look at him he took from his mouth, with 
his entire jEst, a bit of a agarette he was smokmg, and winked at 
me. Then he put back the agarette and contemplated the pnest s 
face with an air of child-hke wonderment. At that wink I began 
to listen more carefully. Evidently my pnest was a local 
‘character*. 

‘They are remarkable roads,’ went on the priest. ‘Well, the 
people of my parish were all poor The mterestmg thing about 
them is that there were two sets of names — either the old tribal 
names, like O’Toole or O’Byme or Doyle, or foreign names like 
Ryder, Nash, Greene, Pugh, Spink, Empie, Gascon, Latour. 

A httle smile took the comers of his mouth as he said those 

names ; but he never raised his eyes. 

The Greenes and Ryders and Pughs, and the rest of them. 
Were soldiers who long ago tnckled down into the houses of the 
poor, intermarried there, and became poor themselves as a re- 
sult However, they brought the people respect for law and order. 
Or, if you hke, they knocked the last bit of rebel spint out of 
them ’ 

‘Interesting !’ I said, pohtely. I was beginning to enjoy the 
joke, for I could see the old farmer getting cross, and at the end 
of that last bit he had spat out his butt end of agarette. 

‘But the middle land, the good land, remamed m the possession 
of the big people who never mtermarned When I went there to 
take over my duties I looked up the history of these wealAy 
people m Debrett and Who's Who, and Burke's Landed Gentry.' 

His palm became an imaginary book, and wth his pipestem e 
followed the hnes and pretended to read : 



^'Tord Blank, family name of Baron Blank. Fifth baron. 
Created in eighteen hundred and one. Lieutenant of the Seven- 
teenth Hussars. Mamed Dorothy, oldest daughter of, let’s say 
somethmg like James Whipple Teaman of Grange House, Dil- 
worth, Dorsetshire, you know the kmd of thing. Succeeded his 
father m nineteen-eighteen. Educated at Eton and Sandhurst. 
Address, Grosvenor Square, London. Club - Travellers’ or 
Brooks’s. Recreations? Oh, as usual, himting, shootmg, fishmg, 
racquets, ndmg.” ’ 

Agam the thm smile. The farmer was gob-open. 

*My parishioners were their stableboys, gate-lodge keepers, 
woodmen, beaters, farmhands, lady’s maids, et cetera. They were 
always intermarrying. Thetr bits of farms, reclaimed from the 
furze, were always bemg divided. I’ve seen people hve on a bit 
of land about twice the size of this carnage.’ 

The farmer leaned forward, listening now with great interest. 
Our three heads nodded with the jolt of the train. 

Then there was emigration. In the five years I spent there I 
had one sohtary marriage. I had sixty schoolchildren on roU when 
I went there, I had thirty-five when I left. Last year I heard they 
were reduced to eleven, and five of those were all one family. No 
wonder the county is full of rums. You come on them in scores 
on scores, with, maybe, a tree growing out of the hearth, and the 

marks of the ndges they ploughed stdl there, now smooth with 
grass.’ 

the old farmer. 

, ,, -^king, respectful. 

Too respectful - tipping their hats to everybody. They were al- 
ways makmg what we call “the poor mouth” - a mendicant habit 
1 suppose. They gave me no trouble, except for two 
t gs.^ They had a habit of wntmg anonymous letters, and I 

couldn’t stop It. They were at it all the time. They wrote them 
to one another,’ 

He paused I prompted him. 

The other thmg?H asked. 

farmer leaned closer and doser. 

e other thing?' he said imtably to his pipe bowl. Tn every 
one o these cabins they earned money by takmg boarded-out 


‘Begobs, then, they’re here too. Father,’ said 
The pnest nodded sideways to him and proceeded 
I liked the people. They were clean, hard-woi 



children - children unwanted by poor parents, or simply illegiti- 
mates. There was hardly a cottage without one, two, or three of 
these stranger children. They were well looked after, and the 
people often grew so fond of them they wouldn't part with 
them; and, I suppose, that was a mce trait too. But the pomt is 
that the only fresh blood coming into the county was ... Well - 
a cunous county, as you can see, and the morals were a bit 
cunous too. However, that's enough about them.' 

And he had at least enough sense to go no further with 
that. 

‘Well, there you are That was my parish, and you can't say it 
was a world in itself. It was too mcomplete. Too many things 
left out. The human dignity of men is always impaired when, 
like that, they’re depending on other people who can make or 
break them. They weren't men. They were servants. Thats the 
whole of It,' 

‘But did that make their hves lonely? You said they were 
lonely?' 

For the jSrst time he looked up at me. The veins on his temples, 
swoUen from holding his head down, throbbed with rehef. 

T didn’t say they were lonely.' 

His eyes wavered sideways to the farmer. I easily followed him 

over the hiatus when he jumped to - 
‘One day, after three years without stepping out of the parish, 
I deaded to see if the neighbourmg parish was any better.' 
(When I heard the personal note come mto his voice I wished 
the farmer was not there; as it was he kept to his cold, factual 
descnption ) 

‘Do you know, the contrast was ama2mg I When I chmbed 
down to the valley and the good land I And it was the trees that 
made me realize it. Beeches instead of pines Great, old beeches 
With roots like claws on the double ditches The farmhouses, too. 
They were large and prosperous with everythmg you might ex- 
pect to find in a sturdy English farm - bams, ducks in the pond, 
thick-packed grananes, airy lofts, a pigeon croft, a seat under an 
arbour, frmt gardens. 

‘All that was good But it was those beeches that really im- 
pressed me They were so clean and old, not like the qui 

pines of the mountains - dirty trees that scatter then needles 
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into the shoots of the houses and block them up three times every 
wmter/ 

'Oh, they're buggers, Father !' agreed the farmer earnestly. 

‘I chmbed lower still and came to the gates of the houses where 
the gentry used to Hve.' 

‘Used to?' 

‘Used to. I should have expected it, but somehow it hadn't 
occurred to me. It's funny how we aU forget how time passes. 
But there they were - the gateposts faUmg. The lodges boarded 
up. Notices, For Sale. Fifteen years of grass on the avenues. You 
see? Owns ten thousand acres in Ireland. Address, Grosvenor 
Square, London.” ' 

The pipestem travelled across the palm. 

I met an old man who took me do\vn one of those avenues to 
see the rums of a big house burned out durmg the troubled times. 
It was a lovely sprmg evening. The sky was like milk. The rooks 
were cawing about the roofless chimneys just hke the flakes of 
soot come to hfe agam. I spotted a queer httle buildmg at the 
end of a cypress avenue. The old man called it “the oftaphone”. 
He meant octagon. It was a kind of penstyle. He said, “The Lord” 
“just hke that — ‘The Lord used to have tea parties and dances 
there long ago.” I went into it and it had a magnificent view, a 
powerful view, across the valley over at my mountamy parish, 
yes, and beyond it to the ndges of the mountains, and even be- 
yond that again to the very moors behind with then last httle 
and drifts of snow. They could have sat there and drunk 
^ people - the poor Ryders, and Greenes, 

an ooles — makmg httle brown hnes in the far-off fields m 
me ploughmg time.' 

^ey could 1 Oh, begobs. Father, so they could 1' — and a 
mighty spit. ^ 

r ^ j ^§ht, of summer evenings-, they could have sipped their 

ran y an coffee and seen the little yellow huhts of our cabm 
windows, and said, ‘TIow pretty it is I” ' 

Begobs, yes! That's true 1 ' 

thrpp^^^^ j entered the carnage then he would have taken us for 
Went on were huddled together so eagerly. The pnest 

y must have had good times here, once?” I said to the 
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man who was with me. ^The best. Father !” says he "Oh, the 
best out. The best while they lasted. And there were never any 
times like the old tunes. But they^re scattered now, Father, says 
he, "to the four winds. And they^ll never come back." ‘ Who 
owns the land now?" I asked him. "They own it always, but who 
wants it?" says he. "The people here don’t want it. They d rather 
hve m the towns and cities and work for wages." ’ 

That’s right,’ said the farmer, as if we were really discussing 
his own county. ‘Begobs, you’re talkmg sense now. Father I 
‘ ‘The land was kept from them too long," says he. And now 
they have lost the knack of it. I have two grown sons of my own, 
says he, "and they’re after joi n i n g the Bntish Army." ’ 

‘Begobs, yes I’ said the farmer, leamng to catch every word, 

but the pnest stopped and leaned back. 

The white, cold fields were singmg by us The cabins so still 
they might be rocks clung to the earth. The pnest was looking 
at them and we were all looking at them, and at the flooded and 
frozen pools of water divided by the hedgerows. By his talk he 
had evoked a most powerful sense of comradeship m that rar- 
nage, whether he meant to or not : we felt one. Then, as qmckly, 
he proceeded to break it. 


‘Well?’ I asked eagerly ‘Well?’ 

‘Why, that's all !' said the priest. ‘I came back from my vopge 
of exploration much refreshed. Much unproved in spints ou 
see, I had extended the pattern of life of my own poor par^ 
saw how, how — I mean, how the whole thing had worke , ung 
together, made up a real umty It was like putting two a 
a broken plate together. As I walked up another one of those hill 
roads on my way home I passed more prosperous o^cs 
smaller houses tkis tune, what you would call private ouses. 
They had neat, green curtains with fine, pohshe nissN/are m 
side on the polished mahogany. And through another wndow 
three alummium hot-water bottles shining on a ar ' la a t, 
signs of comfort, as you might say.. Yes ' I had completc-d die 
pattern That parish and my pansh made up a world, as neitlicr 

did by Itself, nch and poor, culture and . . .' 

Tut,' I cned angrily, 'where’s your moral umty. our 

mon thought? It’s absurd.’ , , * ii ^ n 

'Oh, yes i I realized that even before I got home. I jUSt teU jOU 

tTt *■ 



the thing as it happened. But they in their octagon and we in our 
hghted cabins, I mean'to say, it was two halves of a world . . / 

The fanner was looking at us both with dull, stupid eyes. He 
had lost the thread of the talk. 

Tes, I suppose so,' I agreed, just as lightly. ‘But now that the 
gentry are gone, won't the people, the mountamy people, and so 
on, begin to make a complete world of their own ?' 

He shook his head. The farmer listened again. 

T refuse to beheve they won't,' I said. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

And is there no possible solution, then?' I asked him. 

He was looking out of the window, his poll to the farmer. He 
roUed up his eyes under his brows - a warning look - and faintly 
indicated the man behmd him. Then he actually began to laugh, 
a cold, cackhng laugh, an extraordmary, lubrnnan kmd of laugh 
that ended m a noise like a httle groan. 

The train slowed up, and we were in a station, and he was 
gathermg his bags. He got out without even saying ‘Good day' 
to us, and his face was coldly composed. A manservant, touching 
^ cap, took the bags. The stationmaster touched his cap to him. 

e porter receiving the tickets touched his cap to him. The 
]arvey, who was waiting for him, bowed as he received the bags 
horn the manservant. Black, taU, thin, and straight as a lamp 
post, he left the lit, snow-bnght station with every downlooking 
lounger there bowing and hat touching as he passed. When I 
^ed away, the tram was moving out, and the old farmer, m 
ms own place, had lit another cigarette. 

h ^ Reverence?' I asked - as irritated as some- 

0 y om whom a book has been snatched before the end of 
the tale. 

Oh, aye i said the-old man, and he added, without interest. 
He s silenced.' 

^ord, sthncsd. 

What did they silence him for?' 

Tohtics.’ 

‘Oh? He was too extreme?’ 

Aye !’ Still without interest. 

A clever man?* 
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No answer. His mind had gone to sleep. I looked at him in 
annoyance. 

‘What kmd of ideas had he ? I mean, what did he want ?* 

‘Begobs, I dunno.' 

Then he added, as if it was a matter of no importance : 

‘He wanted the people to have the land.* 

‘What land?’ 

‘The land. The gentry’s land.’ 

I leaned to him eagerly - 

‘But isn’t that what ye want? Isn’t that what the whole 
trouble IS? Isn’t that what the government wants?’ 

‘Aye I suppose it is, you know? But he wanted it to be a sud- 
den busmess ’ 

‘They didn’t silence him for that ?’ 

‘Maybe they didn’t. Ach, he’s odd Sure, he took ten or twenty 
foolish young lads and, one night, he thnm down the walls of 
Lord MiUtown’s estate. He started some sort of a league, too. 
He’s odd. God help him.’ 

‘What did he want to do with this league of his ?’ 

T dunno. It was some kmd of faddy busmess. He wanted halls 
. . . and . . . some kmd of halls he wanted. Halls. I dunno what he 
wanted ’em for. Ah, he’s a decent poor man.’ 

I tned another line. 

‘I suppose It’s true for his Reverence - ye have a hard time of it 
up here on the poor land ? ’ 

Puffing at his ease he was lookmg idly at the passmg fields. A 
Woman and two small boys, crushed into the doorway of a cabin, 
waved to us. He looked, and when they were gone his eyes were 
still fixed," seeing whatever passed beneath them wth e<jua m 
terest - or dismterest ? 

He tilted his head, but he said nothing. I made one last effort to 
shake him from his lethargic mood - possibly, most like y in- 
deed, the mood m which he spent the greater part of his h e. 

‘You know,' I said, warmly, ‘I think I’d die m this lonely place. 
That pnest is right !’ 

He looked at it, and scratched his ear, and said • 

‘Aye!’ And then, suddenly, he added a second -^7^' ~ 
then, when I thought he was finished, he actually a c , sup- 
pose ’tis quiet,’ and relapsed mto mdifference. 
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Angrily I burst out at bim : 

‘But damn it aU, don't you mind, or is it that ye don't want to 
stir, ye're too damn lazy to stir ?' - 

He took the butt end from his mouth, and he looked at me, and 
by the way he looked up and down at me, I was hoping he would 
say something bitter and strong. But his stare was childish, and 
the eyes wavered, as if he was very tired. He just dropped one 
last, vast spit on the wet floor, snuggled mto his comer, and went 
to sleep under his hat. 

In his sleep he was as motionless as a rock; but you could not 
say he was ‘hke a rock' because he was like nothmg on earth but 
himself, everything about him was so personal to bim Unless, 
because he was so much a random accumulation of work and 
season and all that belongs to the first human that was ever made, 
I chose to say, as I glared at him snormg m his comer, that time 
and nature had engendered something no more human than a 
rock. So I thought, as the dusk drew down, and the wind moaned 
in many keys, and the snow blew horizontally and stuck to the 
edges of the wmdow. It was as if we two might have been joltmg 
into a blank, beyond either sleep or mght, and I wanted to get up 
and kick him. I felt that if I did he would only moo. 

We halted at several stations, with their one or two silent 
white-shouldered figures. He slept on. I was just wondermg if I 
should wake hun when suddenly, at a station, identical with every 
ot er station, as if some animal magnetism in the place stirred 
^ stumbled out. He did not speak. He did not 

raise his head to see if it was his station. He saluted no one. Any- 
way, t ere was no one there but a muffled porter who silently 
wave a lantern over his head As we moved off he was trudging 
Middle of a road that ghmmered with its own strange 
er^^ ow, passing between a row of pmes whose sheltered sides 

re re and raw as with the cold. He was exactly hke an old 
black mongrel loping home. 


C* X "* 

the^carT^ water on the floor, dark imder 

die snow crumbhng into the comers of 

alo^a only the hght leaping and 

Voi out rh ? ^^‘^gcs And in another two hours or so, when I 

* ^ carnage would be racing along, empty, through the 



mght - three bits of separateness, the priest and the farmer and 
myself, flung off it hke bits of the disjecta membra of the wheel 
of life. 

For those two hours I tried to refute the talk of that priest, 
thinking that he had merely spoken out of the snowy landscape, 
which above all other conditions of nature is so powerful to make 
life seem lonely, and all work futile, and time itself a form of 
decay; or thinking that, had it been the green-dnppmg sprmg 
or the hot summer, we might all have shown different and more 
happy sides of our worlds; or thinking that the thm cheeks and 
the throbbing nerves of the man were nothing but the sign of 
twenty years of self-corrosion, and that even when he was a 
young man in his first parish, his heart must have been so bitter 
and vain that, like a leech, it began to destroy everythmg to pre- 
serve itself; or thinkmg that because of it he had joined us for a 
few moments until we seemed to crouch over a fire, and then 
dehberatdy scattered us and left us with his pox. But, though 
that might be all true, I could not deny to the wmtry moment 
its own truth, and that under that white shroud, covermg the 
whole of Ireland, life was lying broken and hardly breathmg. 
His impress remamed even when the train swished slowly into 
the city, when the arc lamps sizzled in the snow, and the soimds 
were muffled, and through every street a sharp, pure wind blew 
down from the Wicklow hills Once then distant convex gleamed, 
far away, beyond the vista of a street. There were few people 
abroad, and as they walked against the wind with huddled backs 
they, too, seemed to be shrouding somethmg withm themAat 
slept, and barely palpitated, and was hurt by the cold at 
image, I wondered, as I passed through them could warm them 
as the Wicklow priest had warmed us for a few mmutes in t at 
carnage now chuggmg around the edge of the city to t e sea 
^at image of life that would fire and fuse us all, what music 
burstmg hke the spring, what tnmnph, what engendenng ove, 
so that those breastmg mountains that now looked co so 
appear bnlhant and gay, the white land that seemed to sleep 
should appear to smile, and these people who huddled 
embers of their hves should become hke the peasants w o e 
the hand of Faust with their singmg one Easter morning er 
imps It was foolish to wish for such an unage - so magnificent 
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that it v/ould have the power of a resurrection call? Yet, there 
are tunes, as when we hear the percussion of some great music, 
or when we feel the shrivelling effect of the cold wind and snow, 
thatv leave us no other choice hut to hve splendidly, or gather 
up at least enough grace for a quick remove. 

The train could be heard easily, m the rarefied air, chuggmg 
aaoss the bndges that span the city, hearing with it an empty 
coach. In the morning, Breland, under its snow, would be silent 
as a perpetual dawn. 



The Old Master 


When I was younger, and so, I suppose, m the nature of things, 
a httle more cruel, I once tried to express John Aloysius Gon- 
zaga O’Sulhvan geometrically: a parabola of pomposity in a 
rectangle of gashght. The quip pleased everybody who knew the 
reference — it was to his favourite stand, under the portico of the 
courthouse, his huge bulk wedged into the very tall and slender 
doorway, 

I said gaslight because John Aloysius rarely came to work be- 
fore the afternoon, when they ht the gas in the dim entrance hall, 
and its greenish, wateryish hght began to hiss high up in the 
dome. There he would stand, ten times in the afternoon, smok- 
mg, or watching the traffic, or gossiping with some idhng clerk. 
He had a sinecure m the fusty-musty httle law hbrary, a room 
no bigger than a box. He used to say, m his facetious way, that 
he left it often because he exhausted the air every half hour. 

As the assizes came to us only four times each year, ^ ^ 
hbrary was rarely used between the sessions, he was not ar 
■worked. He was always at hberty to practise at the ba^ ut e 
never did — he was a bachelor without attachments and e a a 


small private income. 

The last time he took up his stand in the doorway was the 
Tuesday of the week the Russian Ballet came to town T at ay 
he became a next-to-permanent feature of the portico e wante 
to talk to everybody about it, until we were sick o t e sig t o 
him 


Higgins, the doorkeeper, got the brunt of it, he also got a relay 
of John A.’s best Egyptian agarettes. Peter Cooney, Secretap^ of 
the Poor Law Guardians, got the remnants — mvitc specia y to 
dnnk coffee with John Aloysius m the hbrary, and look, for the 
thousandth time, at his naughty prints of fng^ ^ ^ ° 

(the naked girl with the pitcher), or Fragonard's Th^ Smng (the 
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shepherdess-lady being swung much too high above the gentle- 
man m silk knee breeches and ribboned shirt). They were good 
listeners, the one because he had nothing else to do, the other be- 
cause he liked the coffee — it was good coffee, ground m a special 
httle French hand null, and flavoured with a fine hqueur brandy 
- and because, too, he loved the romantic flavour of the tiny 
hbrary with its books stacked to the ceihng, and he really ad- 
mired John Aloysius, and thought him a most cultivated man, 
and a most refined man — even if he did tell smutty stones and 
had a bad name with the women. 

To Higgins, the doorkeeper, John Aloysius would say - with 
the agarette poised before his mouth, and the fat httle finger 
cocked in the air - Tliggms, I am outshone. Up to last mght, 
Higgins, I was the sole particle of colour in this diimnutive jakes 
of a town. I alone brought colour and culture mto this kraal 
that goes by the name of Cork. But I am honourably outshone. 
Russia has echpsed me.^ 

■Hiat was his regular way of talk. And if nobody took it 
senously, nobody took it conucaUy, either. For he always talked 
^ cynical air, an ambiguous kmd of self-mockery, 

sn e never smiled. God alone knows if ever he said to himself, 
in the silence of the mght, ‘John Aloysius Gonzaga O’Sulhvan, 
you re a sham I Such men have no life but their own drama, and 

you had dared say that to him he would probably have rephed, 
IS it not as good a hfe as another?^ 

L^k at this courthouse, Higgins I * John Aloysius would go on. 
b ^ ’ 1 have seen the Lord Chief Justice enter this building 

een files of cuirassiers with shining breastplates, uplifted 
Biif ^owy plumes. A vision of scarlet and ermine, Bhgguis 
bppfli days, before these yahoos from the 

Atf-a/ trotters of Gaehc Leaguers, these bagmen, these 

boots ^ f- tm-pot patriots with the smell of dung on their 
^ ^ growing on the streets But now, Higgms, 
baP'i Justice amve m a bowler hat and flannel 

I am lef Jt-t ^ symbol. And I am left ! I am left ! 

mansion*’ ^ master, lymg forgotten m a deserted 

he ^ Higgins would respond, like the old Navy man 



And John Aloysius would pat his third and hairless chin, and 
tip his deep-hayed collar, with the tips of his pink fingers, and, in 
disgust at the changed world, fling his agarette on the mossy steps 
of the courthouse, lingering for a second to watch some ragged- 
pants pick it up — his jewel flung in largesse. Then he would stalk 
away, his great torso swaying like a young elephant from side to 
side, and he would hid Peter Cooney come to the hbrary, and, 
loUing m his armchair, take up the tale agam. 

‘Cooney, that fellow Higgins is a boor, a gun-room lout, a deck 
swabber. Why must John Aloysius Gonzaga O’Sulhvan assoaate 
with such offal? Can you tell me that, Cooney? You, at least, 
however ignorant, have been to the ballet once - you have naade 
your obeisance to that loveliness of which these, and these — in- 
dicating the naughty prints, at which Cooney would be trying 
hard to look objectively — ‘are but the whispering echoes. Thmk 
of It, Cooney I Russia is at our doors - the greatest avdization m 
the world, crushed under the elephant feet of these yahoos^ of 
Bolsheviks, these hairy moujiks from Siberia, these Circassian 
Huns who never knew what beauty was - that Russia is come to 
our aty. And what happens, Cooney^ Pwah 1 The swme do not 
even smell the pearls. Last mght - a first mght - the theatre - you 
saw It yourself - was empty 1 ‘ 

‘Oh, bejaney, John A.,’ Peter would mumble, ‘ tis a bloody 
shame.* 

‘My dear boy, we are shamed before the avihzed world. How 
can I lift my head agam m London? Or m Pans? The name o 
this aty will stmk m the nostrils of every artist m Europe. St 
Petersburg colhes to Cork - for so, m my dreams, I sometimes 
call that lovely aty, and think to see agam her lovely streets. . . 
And Cork ignores her. The Nevsky Prospect, Cooney; the sleig 
on the Voznesensky, the Gorokhoyava Uhtsa, ht from en 
By the nsmg sun I (It runs due southeast, Cooney.) The Neva 
frozen and ghttermg I All that ! And Cork ignores it P 
(That was typical John Aloysius - he devoured travel boofe 
to the pomt of behevmg himself that he had travelled the 
world ) 

‘Cooney ! Will you tell me why do I hve here? Why do^ Jo^ 
Aloysius Gonzaga O'Sulhvan hve in a sewer ? You say nothing I 
know why. You are saying to yourself, “But what an error you 
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are saying. “Surely/^ you are saying, "'the sewers of Pans, as com- 
pared with this chamber pot of a town, are as translucent Pienan 

sprmg ? And you are quite nght My boy, you show great mtel- 
hgence.' 

And so, havmg smoked Peter, and eased his own heart, off with 
him agam to Piiggms, and back again to his office, as restless as a 
hen with an egg, all that Tuesday afternoon, waitmg imtil he 
should be seated again m the stalls, in his starched shirt and his 

tails - the only man, he was certain, who would dress for the 
event. 

He knew he would be rubbing his paunch around and around, 
m an ecstasy, watching the hmbs twine and untwine, the waves of 
les Sylphtdes advance and retire, the heads nod, the knees nse, the 
arms upfhngmg. ... In his hbrary he blew httle secret kisses at his 
vision. As he dressed he promised hims elf, Tore God, that he 
would go around after the show to the stage door and congratulate 
t em m person. He might even take one of the ladies to supper. . . . 

e trembled at the thought. . . . And he knew that he was the 
0 y man in all Ireland who had the wit and grace to do it - the 
0 y man left m all Ireland with a sense of beauty . . . the old 
master deserted m the abandoned house. 

^{Tiat a phrase I The old master on the walls — silent and digm- 
bailiffs belowstaus drank then gin. ..." As he 
wa e to the theatre he polished the phrase, and he swayed on his 
mps like a young elephant. ~ 


Nobody knows if he said all that, but we can well infer it from 

sh door of the theatre lohn Aloysius got a 

Alo * He heard his name pronounced in full at his elbow - ‘John 
Tuimn^ ^omzaga O’Sulhvan," spoken in a cold, malicious voice, 
frown 111 ^ looking at him, one with a scornful 

hand * sheepishly. The frowner held a notebook in his 

wav wntmg down the name. The other, of all people, 

^ Peter Cooney. 

at may this be ? ’ stormed John Aloysius. 

‘WrTt and fidgeted, but the other spoke up. 
theatre toru^f down the name of every man who enters the 

He was a fine, healthy young man, with red, high cheekbones, 



blue eyes, a soft mouth. John Aloysius recognized him; he was a 

- •'r ” f .SLtlSS *- 

'"^e^StaCperformanc^ said^^ 

5n Aloys, us looked where he 

Sion of young men marchmg arom ^ earned a 

were, also, some young women and boys, une mri 

placard which said : 

Men oe Saint Mark/ 

We Have Them Markedl 

down with immoral play 

He thought quickly of his joh It was some- 

renewed hy the county council every y » 

tunes a dehcate business. _ , say it as 

‘Dear me,’ he said, and for Cooney^ e j 

facetiously as possdile. ‘And ,a it^ bad as all that^ Ha y 
mean to say, have you seen the performai^ 

T wouldn’t be seen supporting it> sai 

Cooney was restive. He drew Joto A. wrmkling up 

To teU you the gospel ' ^ythmg he likes, but 

his nose apologetically, ‘Dr QuiU can y ; ^ ^ 

ifs the way I couldti’t be seen suppo g • 
account of Canon Paul. As you know, w a ^ ^ jjetter for 

my advice now, John A., and let it alone. Twili 

^ ‘And do you mean to stand there,’ 

admit to me that you are on* them hke a flash. 

‘None of that,’ threatened Qmll, ^ ° n yq^ can make up 

‘Mr Cooney has made up his own i]^^^ ^ Cooney doesn’t 

yours, too, and as a matter of fact, 1 m sur 
really approve of this performance at all ^ lie 

It was on the tip of John A.’s tongue to a smell of 

caught the flanng hghts of the ^ to ask them if they 

the theatre's musk, like burned toast, new doors, to 

realized that all the loveliness of Russia was rising 

talk of the Gorokhoyava Uhtsa ht from en nature, 

sun. He even thought of arguing that c 



anticommunistic. Rage swelled his neck. He thought of ten bad 
words to call Cooney - a moujik, a pimp, a blister, a PILE . . . 

1 see,' he said ‘Dear me. I must think it over.' 

As he walked away from the door he heard the wretched Cooney 
say. Cross out that name. Mr O'Sullivan is with us.' 

He felt he would choke, or cry. He went around the comer, and 
to a small newsboy who tried to sell him a paper he said all the 
ten bad words in a rush. Then he bethought himself and walked 
qmckly to the stage door, casting many glances behmd him as he 
entered. He presented his card and a flonn to the doorkeeper, and 
was finally shown into the dressing room of the dancer who did 
the part of the Rose in le Spectre de la Rose. The room was full of 

exated men and women, all talking in loud voices at the same 
time. 


I have come, sir,' said John Aloysius to the dancer, ‘to con- 
gratulate you, and to protest on behalf of my aty against these 
disgraceful scenes outside. I do not wish you, sir, to form the idea 
that this Qty is an ignorant aty, or a boonsh aty. It is a most 
cultivated centre of the arts. It always was. I am but one of 
thousands who feel that your ballet is a glorious thing, and, if I 
may say so, an upliftmg thing/ 

The dancer was a small, hthe Lithuaman named Rachmanoff. 
e was no Nijinsky. Where Nijinsky would have hurled himself 
t ough the window, ten feet through the air, onto a mattress held 
y four scene shifters, poor Rachmanoff jumped hke any man He 
was thirty-eight — near the end of his race as a dancer, and he was 
touring the small cities of the world, trying to lay up a httle store 
0 money against the tune when he would dance no more Eagerly 
e mterpreted to the others, as they aowded around them to know 
w at it aU meant. John Aloysius saw the glowing hps and coloured 
th their bare arms, theur wlute backs, and smeEed 

scent of the powder He felt the air in the musty dressing 
cm grow qmck, as when hghtning is about to explode the sky 
means so much to us,' pleaded Rachmanoff ‘It wiU rum us. 
as week m Sheffield we did not do well. And Cardiff - you re- 
wo He turned to them aU, and they all groaned the 

^ ‘Who are these young men?' implored Rachmanoff. 
young fools,' said John Aloysius. ‘In fact, they are 
scum In they are the lowest of the low I As a matter of 
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fact, they’re really . . . what you might call, revolutionaries. That’s 
what they are I’ 

Tlot Communists?’ begged Rachmanoff. 

‘Worse than Communists I Perhaps you might call them 
Fascists. Or Nationalists. It’s very comphcated.’ 

‘What can you do for us?’ pleaded the htde dancer, and the 
guls put their white arms around John A.’s shoulders and peered 
at him beseechingly, as if he were theu saviour. 

Tay no heed to them,’ said John Aloysius, feehng the scent 
fume through his brain. ‘I am a lawyer. There are ways and 
means. Tomorrow night, I, John O’Sulhvan, guarantee it, they 
wdl be swept off the streets. I can only apologize for them now. 
As an old master, as one of the very few old masters, left on the 
walls of modem times, from the great eras, my friends, as you are 
of those great eras, I speak, so to speak, and I apologize for them. 
They will be swept from the streets like the dust before the 
wmd.’ 

Then, hearing the singing of h ymns outside the wmdows, and 
fearmg the young men might come in and find him, he dragged 
hunself away, followed by their beseedung eyes, their pleadmg 
smiles, their looks of fear and doubt. His heart was thumpmg as he 
left them. But he felt justified. He had given these yahoos their 
answer. The old master, so to speak, had leaned down from the 
walls, reproved their ignorance. . . 

So thinkmg he found hunself at the front of the theatre agam. 
The procession had swollen to twice its size Crowds of people 
Were watching it circle round and round Seeing them all, John 
Aloysius felt his resolution ebbmg away. Suddenly he heard his 
name spoken again; thi^; time it was Canon Paul, a lean, hoUov^ 
trowed man with spectacles. With distaste John Aloysius noticed 
that the glass of the spectacles was dusted with httle grains, and 
browned m the crevices of the frame 

‘Mr O’SuUivan,’ said the canon, ‘Dr QuiU has told me how you 
refused to support this wretched business when you ear o our 
protest That’s the spirit. I’m so glad you are with Only three 
men have gone mto the theatre - and, beheve me, Mr O Sulhvan, 
We U teach them a lesson.’ ^ 

‘Why,’ muttered John Aloysius, T mean to say, ifs . . . I was 
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thinking . . . after all, it's all right for . . » adults, don't you think. 
Canon 

‘Ah, but it's the bad example, Mr O’Sullivan That's what 
counts. The young people must be given good example.' 

‘Qmte so,' said John Aloysius. 

‘And now, Mr O'Sulhvan, we're gomg to start. We’ll march 
through the aty. Come with me.' 

Gently but firmly he took John Aloysius by the arm, saying 
something about the value of educated men, and about ending 
this sort of thing, and before he could get out of it John Aloysius 
found himself beside Cooney m the procession with a hymnbook 
m his hand. 

‘Now, men !' shouted the canon. 

At once John A. imagmed himself standmg out and denounc- 
ing them all. What a great story it would be I And while he 
thought of It the procession shufided off and he had to march with 
it. He saw the crowds fall in behind, marshalled by stewards. They 
were singing. Cooney was bawling in his ear hke a trumpeter. In 
IS white paunch, he himself was the most conspicuous of them 
all, he was so big and fat, and his tall hat stuck up in the air. 
he canon fell m by his side and smilingly urged him to sing. 

en as the procession circled around towards the drawn doors of 
the theatre he saw the dancers clustered inside, overcoats over 
t eir shoulders, peenng out, and they were gesticulatmg madly 
an pomtmg directly at him. He tried to hunch down his shoul- 
ders and bend his knees. He took off his hat. But that looked as if 

^ were trying to put more gusto mto his smemn, so he put it 
on again. ^ ^ 

Smg up, Mr O’Sulhvan,* urged the canon, singing away him- 
^ Cooney did on the other side), and bang- 

7 ^0 mark the time. Viciously John Aloysius sang. 

Hark; he piped. 

Out With It,' from the canon. 

‘Hark, hear the sound 

Those blessed strains are telling . . .* 

‘Ihie,' said the canon. Touder I' 

‘Of that new life,' sang John Aloysius, 

' When sm shall be no more. , ' 
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They debouched out of the square into the principal street. 
Crowds gathered on the curbs. Old shawled women bobbed to the 
canon, and said what a grand man he had with him. 

'Somebody is waving to you,* cned the canon. 

It was Higgins, the doorkeeper, wavmg cheerfully from the curb. 
John Aloysius looked sideways out of his pmce-nez and bawled 
away at the hymn, pretending not to see him at all. Presently the 
canon said ; 

“WeTe going to hold a protest meetmg in the grand parade. 

You’ll say a few words, of course?’ 

John Aloysius groaned. Sweat clamped his dress shirt to his 
back. He felt he was going to assassmate the canon, pull out his 
lean neck the way you pull the neck of a hen. He saw, down a 
side street, a httle green iron buildmg. Pomtmg shyly to it, he 
excused himself to the canon, dived from the ranks, and, with lus 
tails m the air, raced down the street and took refuge inside e 


pnvy. 

As he turned into it he saw Cooney racing after him. 

Tou vomit I’ cned John Aloysius, moppmg his brow inside the 
buildmg. 

The canon wants you to speak I’ protested Cooney. 

T have a cohc,’ said John Aloysius. 'A bad cohc I get t em 
often,’ and he began to unfasten his vest. ‘Go away, you scoun e , 
you.. ’ 

Tut the canon I ’ cned Cooney. 

Til follow after you,’ said John Aloysius. Go now, p go. 
It’s so embarrassing. I'll loin you in five minutes I sw^r it 
Unwdlmgly Cooney went There was an old man t ere, o. 
had a belt across his knees John Aloysius peered out. 

‘Wha’s all the singin’ about ? ’ grunted the old man. 

‘Some damn yahoos!’ said John Aloysius ‘Clodhoppers! Pro- 
testmg about something or other ! Saymg sometlung is immora 
The old man grunted John Aloysius deaded it would be 
safer to join him They were now sitting side by ^ e. 

Ah nonsense, of course,’ said John Aloysius, one o ^ 
world - an old master - left by the tide - as you might say . . ne 

peered out carefully and saw the procession P^ a race of 

street ‘They know nothing. The beauty of the world. The grace of 

the human body. All lost on them.’ 
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The old man grunted. John Aloysius looked at him in disgust 
He ht an Egyptian agarette and thought of the white arms of the 
dancers. 

‘The rhythm of the human form,* he murmured. Tost to them. - 
Its hfe. Its colour Know nothing. Never wiU.* 

The sun streamed down diagonally into them. It was Septem- 
ber and It had the softness of sprmg in it. Ear away they heard the 
smgmg, the clear voices of boys and young women nsmg through 
the an, and they were - though John Aloysius hardly thought so 
- also sprmglike and clear, sweet as a shower through sunhght. 

The Gorokhoyava Uhtsa/ murmiued John Aloysius. 

The voices sang : 

Though our hearts be wrapped in sorrow. 

From the hope of dawn we borrow 
Promise of a glad tomorrow. 

All through the night’ 

John Aloysius was left alone The sun faded, but he was afraid 
to stir. He heard the sound of cheering. He formed the phrases he 
would use tomorrow to denoimce Cooney. ‘A man of no courage. 
I, at least, made my protest. Spoke my mind. To the dancers. 
Defended beauty ’ It grew darker, and the soft voices rose agam m 
another hymn. He stole away, wandering down devious side 
streets, pohshmg his invective, swaying as he went. 

In the end he never said a word to Peter Cooney. He got his 
death of cold out of it, and within two weeks pneumonia had him 
whipped. But the strange thmg is that, somehow or other . . John 
Aloysius had a good time . . . amused everyone . . enjoyed life . . . 
hut nobody ever thought of him as anything but a free, public 
show while he was ahve, and we only began to think of him as a 
human being when he was gone. 

I wonder is there any wrong or nght in that^ Or is it, as John 

would have said, that one kmd of hfe is just the same as another 
m the end? 



Sinners 


The canon, barely glancing at his two waiting penitents, entered 
the confessional From inside he looked weanly across at the rows 
of pemtents on each side of Father Deeley's box, all stiU as statues 
where they sat against the waU, or leaned forward to let the hght 
of the smgle electnc bulb, high up m the windy roof, faU on their 
prayer books. Deeley would give each about ten minutes, and 
that meant he would not absolve the last until near midnight. 
Tvlore trouble with the sacristan,' sighed the canon, and closed 
the curtains and hfted his hand towards the shde of the gnUe. 

He paused. To banish a sudden restiveness he said a prayer. He 
often said that prayer - an Aspiration Against Anger. He 
had remembered that on the other side of the grille was a httle 
servmg-girl he had sent out of the box last Saturday night because 
she had been five years away from confession and did not seem to 
be a bit sorry for it. He lifted his hand, but paused again To add 
to his difficulty - for it was no help to know what, under the 
sigdlum, he must pretend not to know — he had just been told m 
the sacnsty by her employer that a pair of her best boots was 
Dussmg. Why on earth, he sighed, did people reveal such things to 
hun^ Did he want to know the suis of his penitents^ Was the 
confession bemg made to him, or to God^ Was it . . He lowered 
his hand, ashamed of his irritation, and repeated the prayer Then 
he drew the shde, cupped his ear in his palm to listen, and saw her 
hands claspmg and unclasping, as if her courage was a httle bird 
between her palms trying to escape, 

‘My poor child,’ he said, ever so gently, dutifully pretendmg to 
know nothing about her, ‘tell me how long it is since your last 
confession ' 

‘It’s a long time, Father,’ she whispered 

‘How long ?' To encourage her he added, ‘Over a year ?’ 

‘Yes, Father,’ 
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^ow much ? Tell me, my poor child, tell me. Two years 

‘More, Father." 

‘Three years?" 

More, Father." 

‘Well, well, you must tell me, you know." 

In spite of hunself his voice was a .little pettish. The title 
‘Father" instead of ‘Canon" was annoying him, too. She noted the 
change of voice, for she said, hurriedly : ' 

‘ "Tis that. Father." 

‘ "Tis what ?" asked the canon a shade too loudly. 

‘Over three years. Father," she prevaricated. 

He wonder^ if he could dare let the prevarication go; but his 
consaence would not let him. 

‘My dear child, how much over three years is it ?" 

‘ "Tis, "tis, Father, "tis . . ." 

The canon forestalled the lie. 

My dear child, how much over three years is it? Is it four 
years? And would you mind calling me Canon?* 

The hreathmg became faster. 

‘ "Tis, Father, I mean, "tis more. Canon, Father." 

‘Well, how much? I can"t make your confession for you, you 
know." 


‘ "Tis a bit more. Father." 

‘But how much ?' broke from the canon. 

Two months," bed the maid, and her hands made a flutter of 
whiteness m the dark. 

The canon almost wished he could break the seal of the confes- 
^onal and reveal to her that he knew exactly who she was, and 
how long she had been away; all he dared say was : 

I suspect you're tellmg me a he." 

Oh, God, Father, it"s gospel truth." 

~ ^ke canon tapped the cushion — ‘there’s no use m telling 
^ ^ truth. For God’s sake, my poor child’ - he con- 

0 hunself - ‘maybe it's five years ?" 

IS five years,’ admitted the maid in so low a voice that he 
oarely heard it. 

fo^h with satisfaction. He straightened his hair on bis 

ea Then he leaned nearer to hear her sms, nearer and 

until his ear was pressed against the lattice. 
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'Now/ he warned, ‘that is a long tune, my child. But, thank 
God, you have come back at last. You must try hard to remember 
all — all — your sms. Let me help you. My poor httle child ! Take 
the first commandment.' 

But when he heard the shudder of her breath he knew he had 
made a bad mistake; she would be seemg a long hst of broken 
commandments before her and she would slur over many of her 

sms m order to shorten the ordeal. 

‘I mean to say,' went on the canon, annoyed with his own 
stupidity, ‘that is one way of doing it. Do you wish to make your 

confession that way?' 

‘Yes, Father.' 

‘Very well.' 

‘The first commandment ...' She stopped m confusion and he 
realized that she did not even know what the commandment was. 

‘Did you ever miss Mass on Sundays?' he helped her out, 
although his knees were begmnmg to dance with impatience. 

‘Oh, never, never m my whole hfe.' ' 

‘Good Did you ever swear? Take the Lord s name m vam 

‘Tututut I ' said the girl m horror at the very idea 

‘Did you ever disobey your parents, cause them pam m any way, 

give back-answers ? ' ^ 

‘I have no parents. Father. Mrs Higg - my mistress got me from 

the orphanage.' , , , , 

‘Ah I WeU . er . . . hes? Anger? Have you told hes, or given 


way to anger?' , , , . , , 

‘Wisha, I suppose I did, Father. I suppose I tol a tee now 

and agam.' , 

‘How often m those five years? On an average mean, is i a 

weakness you have? A habit?' , - 

‘God help us. Father, I don't tell many. I only t em w en 

do be afraid.' „ xt xu 

‘Well, we will say you told hes occasionaUy. Now the s^th 

commandment. Have you ever smned m thought, wor^ or deed 
against Holy Punty? The opposite sex, for example. Have you 

ever misbehaved m any way with men ? ' 

‘Oh I' gasped the maid, and her voice thicken 

‘Stealmg?’ prompted the canon, and he waited for her to say 

that she had stolen Mrs Higgins's boots 
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1 never in my life, Father, stole as much as the head off of a 
pm. Except when I was small I once stole an apple m the nuns’ 
orchard. And then they caught me and gave me a flakmg And 
they took the last bite out of my mouth.' 

'You never stole articles of dress?' threatened the canon, and he 
suddenly realized that there were only three very unhkely com- 
mandments left. 'Clothes ? Hats? Gloves? Shoes?' 

'Never, Father.' 

There was a long pause. 

'Boots?' he whispered. 

Suddenly the girl was sobbing violently. 

'Father,' she wept, 'Mrs Higgins is telhng you lies about me I 
hate that wan. I ... I ... I hate her. I do. She's always prying and 
pokmg and proddmg at me. She took me from the nuns five 
years ago and she never gave me a minute’s rest. She calls me low 
names. She teUs me I can't be good or wholesome to come out of 
an orphanage. She is picking at me from dawn to dusk. She's an 
old bitch . . .’ 


^y child I My child!' 

'I did take the boots. I took them. But I didn’t steal them. Sure 
I haven’t a boot on my foot and she has lashings and leavmgs of 
’em. I was going to put them back.' 

'My child, to take them is the same as to steal them.' 

'What does she want them for? But she's that mean. Her own 


daughter ran away from her two years ago and married an Eng- 
lishman who’s half a Freemason. The poor girl told me with her 
own mouth, only last week, how she's half starved by that hus- 
band of hers and they have no money to have a family. But do 
you think her mother would give her a penny ?' 

The girl sobbed on. The canon groaned and drew himself up 
to ease his chest. He could hear the wind whistling up m the 
roof and he could see the long queue on each side of Father 
Deeley^s box, aU stdl as statues in the dusk of the aisle. Seemg 
them he groaned again as much as to say, * What’s the use ? They 
ah deceive themselves. They all think everyone is sinful but 
t einselves only. Or if they say they are sinners, and feel it - it 
fill while they are m the church. Then they go out and are 
bac]^ pnde and they have no chanty.' He leaned 
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lAj child, my child, my child I For five years you have stayed 
away from God If you had died you would have died with that 
mortal sin on your soul and gone to hell for all eternity. It's the 
law of the Church, and the law of God, that you must, you must 
go to confession at least once a year Why did you stay away? 
Look at the way your mind is deformed so that you can t even 
recognize a sin when you commit it. Is there some sin you haven t 
told me that you were ashamed to teU ?' 

‘No, Father.' 

‘Didn't your good mistress send you to confession at least 

every month during those five years ?' 

‘She sent me every week. But it was always of a Saturday 
mght And one Saturday night I didn't go because I wanted to 
buy a blouse before the shops shut Then it was six months before 
I knew it and I was afraid to go. And, anyway, sure what had I 
to tell?' 

The canon waved his hands weakly and with great sarcasm he 
said: 

‘Did you never commit a sin ^ ' 

T suppose I told a he. Father, And there was the apple in the 
nuns' orchard.’ 

Furiously the priest turned to her, detenmned to wring t e 
truth from her. In her compartment he heard Lady No an te, 
his second pemtent, coughmg impatiently. 

‘My dear child, you simply must have committ sins 
those five years Be honest with yourself Come now oo 
Take the most common sin of all. Have you, ever, ha w at we, 
vulgarly, call a . . . er . . . call a - boy ?' 

‘I had - once - Father.' , 

•WeU, now !’ He rubbed his forehead like a man m a great h^t 
and he strained towards her as if he were strugg g wi sr 
demon ‘You were, what do we say , . . er . . . wa g out wit 
him^' 

‘Yes,’ panted the girl. ‘In the back lane 

‘WeU, what shaU we say? Did, what do you say, did, er, did any 
intimacy take place with him?' 

‘I don't know. Father ' , , o. • j ..u 

•You know what it is to be immodest, don’t you? cned the 
canon. 
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Her breatli was panting in and out. She said nothing. She 
stared at him. 

‘My poor, poor child, you seem to have small experience of the 
world. But we must get at the truth. Did he — did you — did either 
of you ever go beyond the bounds of propriety V 
1 dunno, Father.^ 

Loudly the canon expelled his breath. He was becoming ex- 
hausted, but he would not give in. He rubbed his hair aU the 
wrong way, which gave hiTn a wild look. He took off his pmce- 
nez and wiped them. 

‘You understand plain English, don*t you? Now, tell me, tell 
Almighty God the truth of the thing. Did you ever allow him to 
take hberties with you?* 

Tes, Father. I mean, no. Father. "We were in the lane. No, 
Father. We didn*t do nothing. Nothing much, I mean.* 

‘Hve years,* moaned the canon, and he hammered his thigh 
with his iSst. ‘And nothing to tell. What kind of Christians . . .* 
He determined to make one last effort - just one more effort. 
‘Did he ever touch your body?* he asked bluntly. 

‘No, Father. Well, I mean - no. Father.* 

Seemg that she was beginning to whimper again he threw up 
his hands. 

‘AU right, child,* he said gently. ‘Say your Act of Contrition 
and FU give you Absolution.* 

‘Father,’ she whispered, her eyes black through the griUe, ‘I was 
in bed with him once.* 

The canon looked at her. She drew back. He leaned away and 
looked from a distance at the crisscrossed face behind the grille. 
Then he began to smile, slowly expanding his mouth into a wide 
beam of rehef. 

‘My child,’ he whispered, ‘did anyone ever teU you that you 
were a httle defiaent in the head? I mean, you weren’t very 
smart at school, were you?* 

‘I was always at the top of the school, Father. Mother Mary 
Gonzaga wanted to make a teacher of me.* 

And,’ growled the canon, now utterly exasperated, and danc- 
his knees up and down on the balls of his feet hke a man m 
^ e agoay of toothache, ‘do you kneel there and teU me that you 
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think it no sui to go to bed "with a man? Who/ he added 
casually, ‘isn't your husband^' 

‘I meant no harm, Father,' she palpitated, ‘and it's not what is 
in your mind at all, for we didn't do nothing, and if it wasn't for 
the thunder and hghtnmg that terrified me, I wouldn't do it at 
all Mrs Higgins was down in Crosshaven with Mrs Kinwall, 
that's her daughter, and I was all alone in the house, and I 
was afraid of the dark and the thunder, so Mikey said he'd stay 
with me, so he stayed, and then it was late and I was 'fraid to be 
by myself m the bed, so he said, “I'll mind you," so I said. All 
right, Mikey, but none of that," and he said, “All right, Madgie, 
none of that," and there wasn't any of that. Father.' 

She stared at the canon, who was blowing and puffing and 
shaking his head as if the whole world were suddenly gone mad 

‘It was no harm, Father,' she wailed, seemg he did not beheve 
her 

‘Once ?' asked the canon shortly. ‘You did this once ? 

Tes, Father ' 

‘Are you sorry for it^' he demanded briefly. 

‘If it was asm Was it. Father?' 

‘It was,' he roared. Teople can't be allowed to do this fond of 
thmg. It was a serious occasion of sm Anythmg might have 
happened Are you sorry?' — and he wondered if he should throw 
her out of the box agam. 

‘J'm sorry. Father ' 

‘Tell me a sm of your past life.' 

‘The apple m the orchard. Father.' 

‘Say an Apt of Contrition ' 

She ran through it swiftly, stanng at him all the while. There 
were beads of perspiration on her upper hp. 

‘Say three Rosaries for your penance.' 

He shot the slide to and sank back, worn out From force of 
habit he drew the opposite slide and at once he got the sweet scent 
of jasmine, but when Lady Nolan-White was in the middle of her 
confiteor he waved his two hands madly m the air and said, 
hastily; 

‘Excuse me, one moment ... I can't ... it's all absurd ... it's 
impossible . . / 

And he drew the shde on her astonished, beautiful, rouged 
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face» He put on his biretta, low down on his nose, and stalked 
out mto the aisle. He parted the curtains on Lady Nolan-White 
and said : 

It's quite impossible. ... You don't understand it. ... Good 
night I' 

He stalked up the dim aisle, and when he met two urchins 
gossipmg m a comer he banged their little skulls together, and 
at once he became disgusted with himself to see them cowering 
from him in fright. He passed on, his hand under the tad of his 
surphce, dancmg it up and down. When he saw two old women 
by the great Calvary, rubbmg spittle into the Magdalen's foot 
and then rubbing the spittle to their eyes or throat, he groaned 
out, ‘Oh, dear, oh, dear,' and strode on towards Father Deeley's 
box. There he counted heads — fourteen penitents on one side and 
twelve on the other - looked at his gold watch and saw it was a 
quarter past eight. 

He strode back to the centre compartment and flung aside the 
curtains. Out of the dimness the warm, chembic face of the young 
curate looked at him - a pink Itahan samt. Slowly the glow of 
spiritual elevation died from his face as the canon's insistent 
whisper hissed down at him : 

‘Father Deeley, it won't do. I assure you it's absolutely im- 
possible. Half past eight and twenty-six people yet to hear con- 
fession. They're just deceiving you. They want to gabble. I am an 
old man and I understand them. Think of the sacristan. Electric 
light, too 1 And gas gomg until midnight. The organization of 
the Church . . .' 

And so on. All the time he kept stretching and relaxing the 
mechamcal bow of his genteel smile, and he spoke in the most 
polite voice. But Deeley's face grew troubled, and pained, and 
seemg it the canon groaned mwardly. He remembered a curate he 
had once who played the organ every day for hoius on end, until 
the parishioners complamed that they couldn't pray with the 
noise he made; the canon recalled how he had gone up mto the 
loft to ask him to stop, and the curate had lifted to him a face 
hke an angel, and how withm one half mmute it had become the 
face of a cruel, bitter old man. 

Adi right. Father Deeley,' he said hastily, forestalling protests 

■ ' young. I know. Still, you are young . . .' 

^ _ 


*I am not young,’ hissed Deeley funously ‘I know my duty. 
It’s a matter of consaence. I can sit in the dark if you are so mean 
that you . . .’ 

‘All right, aU right, all right,’ waved the canon, smiling fur- 
iously. ‘We are all old nowadays Experience counts for noth- 
mg . . .’ 

‘Canon,’ said Deeley, intensely, puttmg his two fists on his 
chest, ‘when I was m the seminary, I used to say to myself, 
“Deeley,” I used to say, “when you are a priest . . .” ’ 

‘Oh,’ begged the canon, cracking his face in a smile, don t, I 
beg you, please don’t tell me your hfe story I’ 

Whereupon he whirled away, his head in the air, switching on 
and off the electric hght of his smile to pemtents he did not 
know and had never seen m his hfe before. He found himself 
before the high altar. He saw the sacnstan standing on a step- 
ladder before it arranging the flowers for the mommg, and he 
thought it would be well to apologize to him for Deeley’s late 
hours But the sacnstan kept turmng a vase round and roun 
and round, and at last he reahzed that the httle man was ctoss 
with him already, was dehberateiy delaying up there, and would 

not come down until he was gone. 

Sighing, he went away, and after wntmg some etters e 

realized that his stomach had ceased to belong to him and woiffd 
be out on its own devices until morning, like a ^ 

escapes from its kennel. Wearily he took his hat and cane and 
deaded to take a long walk to calm his nerves. 

It was a tender night of floating moonhght, co y amp, an 
It soothed him to look down on the city and see t e roo s as 
white as if there were frost on them. More calm, he rctumed 
home The nver was like milk. The streets were as ^ 
med qmetly to himself and felt at peace with all men The clocks 
of the aty chimed at one another in a good-humoured mood, slow 
and With sdvery, singing echoes Then he heard a woman s voice 
talkmg from the high window of a cement-faced house, and he saw 
that it was Mrs Higgins’s house. She was m a white nightdress 
‘That's a fine story !' she cned do^vn to the pavement Ha 1 A 
cockalorum of a story 1 Wait until I see the canon. At confession, 
indeed 1 Wait until I see the nuns I Oh, you ja e ou u or 
tunate poor sinner 1’ 
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He saw the little girlish figure cowering down in the doorway. 

"Mrs Higgins,’ she wailed, "it’s gospel truth. The canon threw 
me out again. I told him all sorts of hes. I had to go to Father 
Deeley. He kept me half an hour. Oh, Mrs Higgins,’ wailed the 
child, "if s gospel truth.’ 

"Ahal’ prated the nightdress. "But you’re a nice thing. Wait 
until I teU . . 

The canon felt the hound of his stomach jump from the kennel 
again. His entrails came bodily up to his neck. He marched by, 
blowing and puffing. 

"Oh, my God!’ he whined. "Have pity on me. Oh, my God! 
Have pity on me!’ 

He turned towards the dark presbytery deep among the 
darkest lanes. 



Admiring the Scenery 


From between the httle wayside platforms the railway shot two 
s hinin g arrows off into the vast bogland where they vanished 
over a rise that might have been imperceptible without them. It 
was just before s uns et m early sprmg, a soft evemng of evaporat- 
mg moisture and tentative bird song, for the birds seemed to be 
practising rather than singing, twirlmg and stoppmg, and twirl- 
mg and stoppmg, and when the bold thrush rolled out a whirl of 
sound he might have been mockmg all the other eager, stupid 
httle fellows, like the bullfinch or the tits, who had not yet 
learned their songs. 

The three men, leamng on the wooden railmg along the plat- 
form, looked at the blush of the sun on the last drifted snow of 
the mountains, and though every rail was cut mto an A shape on 
top, uncomfortable for arm or elbow, they found it restful to le^ 
and look over the bog, speaking hardly at all They had been wa k- 
mg all day and now were dog tired They were waitmg for the last 
tram to take them mto the country town where they all three 
taught m the, diocesan college. 

The pnest stood m the middle, a young man, too fat for ms 
years, with drooping hds, puffed hps, and a red face ^ if e 
suffered from blood pressure. The same features on another man 
might have suggested a sensual nature, but there was m his 
heavily lidded eyes a look that was sometimes whimsical and 
sometimes sad, and that look, with the gentle turn to his mouth 
when he smiled, gave him the appearance of a man wo a gone 
through many struggles and finally solved his problei^ m a 
spirit of good-humoured regret So, now, as he puUed at ks pipe 
and looked down into a cold bog stream that owe eneat 
them, his chm and his piggy jowls rested on his Roman collar, 
expanded around his httle mouth as if he might at any moment 
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break into a little, silent chuckle. Only, you might have felt, 
those tired eyes would not even then have changed : they would 
have mocked his own smile. 

On his left, carrying the haversack, was a small dark man, with 
a shm small body and a button of a head and clipped dark 
moustaches. The mam thin g about him was that he did break 
occasionally mto sudden talk, and when he did he banged the 
hard raihngs repeatedly or lifted his two fists in the air and 
slapped his forehead. He did all these things, suddenly, when he 
cried out ; 

‘Why on earth is this ten-thousand-times-accursed station 
three miles from the village? What's it here for at all^ My God, 
what a country ! What - is - it - for ?’ 

‘To take us home,' said the third man, and the priest's belly 
shook a htde, too tired to expel laughter. 

There was nothmg remarkable about this third man except 
that he had handlebar moustaches and a long black coat and a 
black hat that came down low on his forehead and shaded his 
melancholy face; when he spoke, however, his face was gentle as 
the flutmg of a dove. There was nothmg resigned about him; 
his oblong face was blackberry-coloured where he shaved and 
dehcate as a woman's where he did not. Ehs eyes were hned with 
a myriad of fine wrinkles. They were cranky, tormented eyes, and 
his mouth was thm and cold and hard. 

‘I know,' cried the small man. ‘It's some bloody czar that did it 
Some fool of an undersecretary long ago or some ass of a flanung 
lord-heutenant who took a ruler and drew a Ime across Ireland 


and said, “That shall be the route of the new railway I " God, what 
a flanung country !' 

T wonder,' said the sad man, Hanafan, in his slow voice, ‘do 
the common people ever admire scenery?' 

‘Now that’s very mterestmg, Hanafan,' cried the small man 
across the priest’s chest. ‘That's a most extraordmary thing. I 
often thought of that. Isn't that a comadence I' 


Well,’ said the sad Hanafan, blushing modestly ‘it’s a com- 
mon enough idea, you know.' 

Of course they do,’ said the deep basso of the priest. 

But do they, do they?' shouted the little man, hammering the 
railing. 
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The priest nodded, never takmg his eyes from the stream or his 
pipe h:om his httle mouth. 

‘How do you know?’ demanded the small man, leaping back- 
ward and whirling his head left, right, and up m the air, as if the 
answer were a bird. 

‘"Why wouldn’t they?’ grunted the pnest 

T know what you mean,’ interrupted the small man, and he 
wagged his finger into the priest’s face. ‘I know. I met men hke 
that Our gardener at home, for example. I’d say to him - he was 
an awful old drunkard — he’d be lying of a hot s umm er’s after- 
noon under an apple tree — a lazy old ruffian — “Grand day, 
Murphy,” I’d say. “Oh, a grand day, God bless it,” he’d say, “and 
isn’t it good to be ahve?” But that's not admirmg the scenery,’ 
went on the small man. Tt’s not being conscious of it. It isn’t, if 
you understand me, projecting the idea of the beauty of the scene, 
the idea, into one’s own consaousness. Is it, now, Hanafan? 
And that’s what you mean by admirmg the scenery .’ 

‘Well,’ said Hanafan, and his words were hke pnze pigeons 
that he released one by one from his hands, ‘I don t know. I m 
not sure I mean that ’ 

Then what the hell do you mean?’ 

‘If a man said to me,’ went on Hanafan, in his downy voice, 
* “I do be sometimes sittmg here, Mr Hanafan, enjoying the cool 
of the eve nin g/* I’d say that that man was enjoying the scenery 
even though he might not know he was doing so at all 

The pnest nodded. The small man looked contemptuously at 
Hanafan, who now began to quote firom Gray’s Elegy’ in his 
round, womanly voice, all the time looking sadly at the warmth 
of the sun fading from the distant grains of snow, and the moun- 
tains becoming black and cold : 

‘The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea . . 

T know, I know,’ interrupted the other, but Hanafan went on 
quietly : 

‘The ploughman homeward plods his weary way. 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Tou see, I feel,’ he said, ‘that the ploughman responded to the 
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sense of the end of the day, and the way the fields were ail gentle, 
and daik, and quiet. Just hke that bog there ... is ... all . . 

His voice died out 

‘Ah, damn it,' said the small man in disgust, ‘that has nothmg 
to do with It.' 

‘It has, Mr Govemey,' murmured the pnest. ‘In a sense it has. 
‘Every man,' cned Hanafan, aroused with such vigour that the 
other two glanced at him, ‘lives out his own imagination of 
himself And every imagination must have a background. 1 11 tell 
you a queer thing It's about the stationmaster in this station a 
few years ago.' 

The pnest nodded and chuckled aloud. 

‘He was nearly sixty-five,' said Hanafan. ‘And he was married, 
and had a grown-up son in New York, and a daughter, a nun in 
South Amenca.' 

‘I sent her there,' said the pnest. ‘A nice poor girl she was, God 
rest her.' 

‘Did she die?' asked Hanafan, and when the pnest said, ‘Yes, 
he fell silent and forgot his story until the other teacher re- 
mmded him crossly. 

Tes,' said Hanafan. But, again, he stopped because the station 
porter came out with two oil lamps, one of which he put into the 
frame of the standard near them. 

‘It's a grand evemng. Father,' he said as he turned up the wick. 
‘Is she late again?' asked the pnest, and the porter looked up 
the Ime at the signal, and said : 

‘Aye, she's a tnfle behindhand. I'm thinking.' 

He got down and drew a great silver watch from his corduroy 
vest and held it up to the setting sun, peering through the yellow 
celluloid guard. 

‘She’s due, bedad Ah, she’ll be here in a quarter of an hour all 
nght.' 

The small man groaned and said, ‘What a country ! ' The other 
two looked up at the lamp and then away, and Hanafan said : 

‘Isn’t it dark !’ 

The porter had walked away 

Well,’ resumed Hanafan suddenly, ‘this old stationmaster I 
His name was Boyhan. He thought he had a great voice for 
singing. He was stationed at Newtown and he used to come and 


smg in the choir with us. That was before your tune, Mr Gover- 
ney And he sang in the parish choir. And he’d have sung in the 
Protestant choir and the Wesleyan choir and the tin-hut choir if 
they let him There was not a concert m Newtown that he wasn't 
the head and tail of it, and he always sang twice and three times, 
and it was all they could do to keep him from giving encores all 
mght long. For,' sighed the teacher, lie had no sense and the people 
used to make a hare of him. He couldn’t sing any more than I 
could He had a small little voice, a small range too, but it had no 
strength or s^veetQess; there was no nchness m it ’ 

The teacher said these words, strength, sweetness, richness, 
with a lusaous curl of his thin hps around the fruit of sound 
His eyes widened. Clearly he was seemg nothing but the old 
stationmaster. Earnestly he went on, a small glow on each 
cheek: 

‘That was all nght until they shifted poor Boyhan to this 
Godforsaken place And if Newtown is a lonely hole, this is the 
back of beyond. At the same tune they started the new broad- 
castmg station m Dublin and Boyhan conceived a great ambi- 
tion to smg there. He formed the idea that some day or other a 
passenger would be on his way to Dublm, or from Dublm, and 
he would hear him singmg and say, “My heavens, who is that 
With the grand voice?” And he would make mqumes - some 
director or government offiaal - and stop the tram and seek out 
Boyhan and say to him, "What's the meamng of this neglect? 
Why haven’t you been asked to smg over the radio ?” Then there 
would be paragraphs m the newspapers about Discovery of 
Great Irish Baritone, and Romance of a Chance-heard Voice, 
and so on 

Tfre result of this was that whenever a tram rolled in, Boyhan 
used always to come out of his office smging He d be smgmg 
httle tnlls up and down the scale, or a bar of "The Moon Hath 
Raised Her Lamp Above” He was known to all the passengers 
and, sure, they used to be lookmg out for him And there he 
would always be, rubbing his hands and pretending he was doing 
his do-sol-mi-do just for dehght and jollity. 

‘Well, one hard, moonhght mght m December, I was here, 
Rke this, waitmg for the last tram back to Newtown The snow 
was white on the hills It was blazing There wasn’t a sound but 
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the wind in the telegraph wires. The clouds were in fUtters, in 
bits I well remember it A nch night A deep, nch night, and 
no harm in the ^vinds, but they puffing and blowing/ 

Again Hanafan's cold thin lips sucked the sound of those 
words, rich, deep, and his eyes dilated under his black hat with 
the image of his memory. His eyes were not cranky now, but soft 

and big. 

T was here with a - a - 1 was here with a - friend 
He stopped for a second. The small man's eyes pounced on 
him, observing at once his strange embarrassment. He g ance 
at the pnest, but he had lowered his face and his mouth was 
clamped In that hesitant second he saw at once a piece o 
Hanafan's secret hfe revealed, a memory of something known 
also to the priest; the thought of a dead friend - or perhaps a 
woman - something or somebody that made the memory of t at 
night so preaous to Hanafan that he could not speak o it 
openly. 

‘Was this long ago?' probed the small man inquisitively 

‘We walked up and down,’ said Hanafan, ‘looking at the snow 
under the moon and the clouds tumbling Then Boyhan came 
out and he took us across the hne. He had a fire and we sat 
around it. The smell of the peat, thick and slab, was stuck into 


everythmg in the room ’ 

‘Was it only two of you?’ prodded the small man, eager to 

know if it was a woman . 

‘He showed us photographs of his daughter, the nun, and o 
his son, Timsy, with, as he said, a lawn tennis in his hand He 
had no wife. She was dead. And there he was hving alone, m 
the station, three miles from the village and his only two children 
m the world away in exde. I quoted Sir Thomas Browne for 
him, the passage m The Qumeunx. We all looked out the httle 
window at the stars of the Plough. “Think said I. “The quincunx 
of heaven runs low and ’tis time to close the five ports of know- 
ledge . . . The huntsmen are up in America and they are already 
past their first sleep in Persia But who can be drowsy at that 
hour which freed us from everlasting sleep, or have slumbering 
thoughts at that time, when sleep itself must end . .” 

‘Then, by way of no harm, he began to talk about music and 
singmg and he gave us one song after another. He sang us Oft 



in the Stilly Night” - and, you know, he sang it well He sang 
‘The Moon Hath Raised Her Lamp Above”. I heard the signal 
bell ring as he was in the middle of it and far away the tram 
began to purr. He was smgmg it so heartily we didn't hke to 
mterrupt him, and as the tram became a roar across the bog and 
the hghts went flashmg across the wmdow, he rose and went out 
to the platform. By heavens, that man saw the tramload as a vast 
audience whirled before him. He stood out on the platform smg- 
mg to them. 

‘We rushed for the bndge, we had no tickets, he gave us no 
tickets, and as I ran I shouted back to him, “Hold the tram!” 
He paid no heed, and when we were up on the middle of the 
bridge he got to the grand burst, the last crescendo, of “I come I 
... My heart’s dehght ...” and waved the train on. We were 
left looking at it vanishing up the hue. I roared at him for a 
fool, and a vam fool, but he only bowed to us, and he bowed to 
the porter, and he bowed his way backward to the office like a 
Caruso. The tram purred mto the distance and there we two 
were with the wmd m the wires and the white moon on moun- 
tains. 

‘I went back to abuse him - it was the last tram - but he only 
looked at me like a chdd you’d strike and said he couldn t hold 
back a tram for anyone The porter paid no heed to us. He 
outed the lamps and locked the place up. We left the old fellow 
alone in the station. We had to walk home. It was a grand, 

bnght mght A lovely, thick mght. . .’ 

Hanafan’s voice broke. Just then a signal bell rang. It was 
dark over the bog where far away the train murmured and it 
could easily be heard because the birds had stopped smgmg. There 
was nothmg but the deep scent of the night air, and below 
them in a marsh, still deep from the March rams, a prattlmg as 
of a thousand tmy frogs. ^ 

This is a lonely place he hved m,’ whispered Hanafan A 

lonely hfe. No children No wife.’ 

The priest rose up and knocked out the ashes of his pipe as the 
train roared nearer. 

Tes,’ he agreed 

‘But,’ cried Govemey, ‘what has all that got to do with admir- 
mg the scenery?’ 
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‘He sang to the night/ aied Hanafan passionately ‘He sang 

to the whole night. The moon was up. 

His voice fell and they barely heard him over the rumbling 

train at the end of the platform. 

‘We saw the moon in the flags of the Liffey as we left the 
station. In the flags of the nver, through the trees. 

‘StiU and aU/ cried the small man, ‘he didn’t form any intel- 
lectual concept. . 

The tram drowned his voice and its lights flitted across their 
faces. When they chmbed into a carnage the wmdows were 
speckled with ram and the three men inside, who leaned back to 
let them pass, had a cold, damp look. They had been talkmg 
when the tram stopped, but when they saw the pnest they fe 
silent; looked at him under their brows; and shyly tipped their 
hats. 

‘Rainmg up the line^’ asked the pnest m a fnendly voice. 

‘Oh, pouring m Dublin, Father,’ said one of the three men 
an elderly, soldierly-looking man, probably a warder m the jail at 
Maryborough. 

The three teachers fell silent, sensmg that they had mter- 
rupted a conversation Then they were rollmg through the mght, 
lookmg at the lights racmg along the little hedges beside the 
Ime. Suddenly the ram that had hit Dublm half an hour before 
swept down on them across the mountains, slappmg the wmdows 
like a bucket of water. It kept tncklmg and shinmg on the wm- 
dows. 

‘He died there last year,’ said Hanafan suddenly, lookmg at 
the tnckle outside the pane. 

‘I once asked him,’ the pnest leaned forward to say to the small 
man, ‘what his favourite song was. Do you know what he said? 
“Scenes That Are Bnghtesf’.’ 

The pnest leaned back and gave a merry little laugh. 

‘Still,' cried the small man, thumpmg his knee, ‘I can’t see 
what this has to do with the question we were discussmg ! ’ 

The pnest looked at him, and kept looking at him as he 
s^vayed with the carnage, but he said nothing. Amgrily the small 
man looked back, and then he looked angnly at Hanafan, whose 
eyes had become cranky and tormented once more. He began to 
wonder why Hanafan was always so sour, and why he remamed 
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on in Newtown if he didn’t hke the place, and why he had never 
married His eye ht up a bit at that and he determined to get it 
all out of the priest when they were next alone. He tapped 
Hanafan on the knee and he began to ask him some question, but 
when he saw that Hanafan’s eyes were closed he leaned back 
again The priest was still looking at him, so he nodded towards 
Hanafan and winked. The priest’s hdded eyes were as immov- 
able as an owl’s. 

As they rolled on through the bog the small man kept look- 
ing around him restlessly, and at last he shifted over to the 
three countrymen, determined to find out if the common people 
really do adWe the scenery. He started a conversation about turf 
cuttmg, but before he could lead up to the question the tram 
halted at a small station and the strangers got out Then the 
three friends were left alone in the cold, damp carnage, hstemng 
to the battermg ram. Tired and sleepy, nobody noticed that, in 
his comer, Hanafan was weepmg to himself, the drops creepmg 
through his tightly closed eyes. 



A Born Genius 


Prout Lane (better known ' as Little Hell) was wrapped m a 
softly waving veil of mist and Pat Lenihan, leaning against his 
doorpost, was staring into it; even as earlier in the afternoon 
when he had been caught by old P hilli ps, at the office window 
of the vmegar factory, staring down into the darkenmg 
marshes. 

‘Lenihan,^ he had raged, ‘if I came into this office twenty 
times a day Pd find you eating your pen with your gob to that 
wmdow ’WTiat the blazes do you be looking at, anyway?' 

And shovmg up his glasses, he had peered out at the brown 
evenmg fog nsmg through the pollarded willows, mmglmg as it 
rose with the barely descending ram Then he had looked back at 
Lenihan, and as if shghtly m doubt of his clerk’s sanity, he had 
left the room with a low, minatory ‘Get on "with it ’ 

Lenihan smiled to himself as he recalled the question What 
had he been looking at, mdeed, but at his boat — when it would 
be fimshed - chuggmg out between the forts at the harbour 
mouth, cuttmg through the waves and the mists over the open sea. 

He was clerk to the old vmegar factory — an easy, even a 
pleasant job. There was not a great deal of work to be done; the 
factory was on the outskirts of the aty, one might almost say in 
the country, and Phillips, the manager and owner, was easy to 
get on With. Besides, Lenihan knew he was not a very satisfac- 
tory clerk and not every employer would have put up with him* 
That afternoon mcident at the wmdow was typical. There were 
other times when PhiUips had been known to roar up from the 
yard to the office window : 

Lemhan, wiU you stop that blasted smgmg 
And the sweet tenor voice, that like a thrush m full music had 
^en trilling up and down the scales with swollen throat for the 
half hour, would fall silent m the nuddle of a run Then old 
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Phillips would sniff through his great red beak of a nose and 
with a sigh the workmen would take up their shovels or their 
hods again, and up in his office Lemhan would raise his shoulders 
as if to bear a sudden weight before he returned with a sigh to 
his ledgers. 

Even the workmen knew he was not a satisfactory clerk. 
When they came to the office wmdow on Saturday for the week's 
pay they might find him sweatmg with exatement and nervous- 
ness over a pile of notes and silver, countmg the amounts over 
and over again, forgetting to which envelope each httle pile 
belonged, making wrong calculations, and finally gettmg so 
utterly confused that the men themselves would have to come to 
his aid before he got it all correct. 

In return he occasionally sang for them If he passed by as 
they lay resting after the midday meal they would grasp his 
hands and sleeves and legs and beseech him for a song They 
did not care what song he sang - anything so long as they 
heard him Not that he always agreed he would explain that 
a smger must be very careful of his voice, so careful. If he did 
smg, he would draw himself up, take the key from a tuning 
fork, puff out his voice m a little cough, face the marsh, the 
sluggish stream, and the leamng poplars, as if they were an 
audience, and, with as much care as if he were m the greatest 
theatre m the world, smg for the four or five old workers lying 
about him, all stained white with magnesia He would give 
them ‘Flow On Thou Silent River’, or The Gypsy's Warnmg’, 
which IS, he explained, really a song for a contralto, or their 
favourite, the tenor's part from ‘The Moon Hath Raised Her 
Lamp Above', out of Benedict’s Lily of Ktllarncy, Gently he 
would smg • 

'Do not trust him, gentle maiden. 

Gentle maiden, trust him not 

while the men swung their heads m time and winked at one 
another in delight and admiration. 

‘Over in the green grave yonder, 

Lies the gypsy’s only child . . 

Soon she perished, now sire’s sleeping, 

In that cold and silent gras c 



When he finished he would go away at once with a httle bow 
and a military salute, blushing faintly if he overheard their praise 
as he went. 

Ah ! God ! ' one would say. ‘He have a massive voice.^ 

‘A marvel I ’ they would reply in unison. 

But, of course,* the first would lean forward to whisper con- 
fidentially, ‘he’s a born genius !’ 

Only Hyer, his brother, would lean back very stiffly, silent as 
a waxwork image. Presently, he knew, they would turn to bun 
for the latest news of Pat’s doings, and-then he would tell them 
- what matter if they had heard it all fifty times before. Mean- 
while he would sit silent, his two hands holding his paunch, his 
two swivel eyes gazing sadly into one another. 

W^ell, Hyer I’ they ask at last. ‘What is he up to now?’ 

Before he begins Flyer shakes his head mightily by way of 
emphasis, as if he were trying to shake his eyes straight or fix his 
head down properly into his shoulders. 

Pat, he whispers very solemnly and oracularly, ‘is a marvel I’ 
Then with a sudden roar he leans forward to them - ‘He’s after 
painting two swans,’ he bellows dramatically, ‘on deh kitchen 
^n as. Wan is facing wan way and d’oder is facing d’oder way. 

n I swear to God,’ Hyer continues with the gestures of an 
orator speakmg to thousands, ‘I swear to God dis day* - here he 

K 1 V ~ ^ y^'"^ 

e 00 g at em And what’s more, he’s after making a sunny- 

ome outside o deh winda, and he have geraniums, and hhes, 

an posi^, and nasturtiums, and I dunno what else put growm’ 

° ^ ~ Flyer implores the 

y yo tink deh swans was floatin’ in a garden I And deh 

w ^ floating m through deh wmda I And dere was no 

flowers’ — here he swims through the an 
IS outflung hands - ‘and all swans and all garden . . .’ 

ished his account of anything, his head taken by a 
lic-ad ^ S^g^ntic Vitus s dance and his eyes starting from his 
to u abnormal, the factory har. Pat scarcely ever spoke 

to h m, he was ashamed of him ^ 

buck IfTr f believed Flyer’s tales; wasn’t there, at the 

'A’cre starlfPfi where the white chunks of magnesia 

on shelves to cake, and had been, for years now. 


the monument he carved for his sister’s graved It was a huge 
block of grey vermicular stone which the rains of winter had 
begun to peel and crumble as if it were plaster For almost a 
year he had toiled at it, day and night, in every spare moment, 
lying on his stomach on the cold stone, kneehng beside it on the 
clay, getting into all sorts of postures as he hacked away. For 
that year he never went to a concert or exerased his voice. He 
worked so hard that old Phillips, seeing him tapping away at the 
stone dimng the spare moments of the lunch hour, used to sniff 
and say, ‘If you worked as hard as that for me, Lenihan, by 
George, you’d nearly be worth your hire !’ 

But when it was" aU ready except the mscnption he had 
spoiled It. He went at his sister’s name m a fury of impatience 
to be fimshed, working into the mght by candlelight, with the 
bullfrogs croaking below him in the moon-blanched marsh Then 
he stared in horror at the results . aU the S’s and N’s were upside 
down — it read like Russian script A month later he began at 
the name again, carving out a horizontal piece to obhterate 
what he had done. This time, he got all the S’s and N’s right, but 
by some accursed fate he forgot everything else, and the name 
now read SUSANNANAN LENINAN He never completed 
his task and the monument now lay - as he said bitterly, like a 
huge letter box to Heaven for ‘Susannanan Leninan — covered 
With a sack, forgotten, unfinished behind the drying sheds And 
now, wasn’t he making a motorboat I 

The veils of mist continued to float in from the sea, as solid 
as a fog With a sigh he closed the door and returned to the fire. 
Summer was ending He took up a piece of wood carving that 
he had begun last winter and with a small gouge he scraped at 
the vem m a leaf. He had the house to himself - Flyer was booz- 
ing in the pub at the end of the lane and his mother was gone to 
the chapel to her confraternity He laid the piece of wood aside 
snd lit a cigarette and hummed a bar or two from a song — 
Schubert’s ‘Serenade’ Then he turned to the grand piano, and 
when he had searched for and found the key and shaken out the 
music, he dusted the worn keys with his sdk handkerchief 

Directly opposite the narrow mouth of Little Hell, or so it 
appears to the eye, are the slopes of Montenotte - tomght no 
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more than a crowd of winking lights hanging, like the stars, but 
in a lower darkness. From where she had stepped on a mound 
of ruins somewhere behind Front Lane, Mrs John Delaney 
looked across at those hundred faint lights of which at least a 
couple might he the windows of her home and the lamps at her 
lodge gates. She could even distinguish the lay of her own road 
where the lamps curved in a steady senes. Far down to the 
nght, too, she could see through the mists another faint line of 
hghts where the nver swung out to meet the harbour, and she 
halted for an extra second to stare into the impenetrable dark- 
ness beyond all, from where the wind blew chill about her legs 


and blew the mist into her eyes and penetrated her furs. It would 
be hard for her to say which view of the harbour was more 
famihar to her - from this side of the city, a narrow nbbon of 
nver threading between factory chimneys and the roofs of houses; 
from her garden, there across the valley, widening and narrow- 
ing to river lochs, the great country houses scattered deep m 
trees into which she could almost fhng a pehble. For it was not 
really so long ago since, from a laneway door not a nule from 
this lane, she had stood as a young girl looking at this selfsame 
night view, takmg a breath of air after hours of practice at the 
piano, and at the ‘Jewel Song^ from Faust, and ‘Absent', and 
Flow On Thou Silent River', and ‘The Gypsy's Warning', and 
all the rest of them, to be allowed to sing one of which was her 
reward for an hour Oh'ing and Ah’mg at the scales. Leaning 
against a crumbling wall she hummed to herself : 


‘Do not trust him, gentle maiden, 

Gentle maiden, trust him not . . 

Soon she perished — ’ 

She pulled herself up suddenly — at this rate she would not 
get her calls finished by midnight. She saw a sohtary lamp ahead 
0 er at the end of a passage and made for it : perhaps Ninety- 

l lane, and for the sixth time she 

smc -ed her hps in annoyance at not having had the sense to 
torch^^ pi^ecise directions, or, at least, to bnng some kmd of 

always telling her at the society that she was 
ir est woman for dispensing chanty Occasionally she won- 



dered why. There were occasions on which she forgot she had 
been a lane child herself, or tried to persuade herself that the 
soaety and the lane people did not know that it was her voice, 
and the help of the nuns in her school, that had lifted her out of 
the rut, that it was her voice alone that had opened the way for 
her into amateur theatricals, where she had met her husband It 
was her one vamty, her one hopeless self-deception For even if 
they had not remembered her, the lanes would have seen the 
mark of their kind m her deep chest, and her strong arms, and 
her frosty complexion, and her hard bps - her only inheritance 
from her mother, a woman who had earned a basket of fish on 
her back around Cork, day after day, for thirty years. That was 
the real reason why the soaety always sent her to the worst 
lanes; they knew well that the lane people knew, and would not 
try to impose on her with a sorrowfd tale and a whining voice; 
that the only weapon left to the poor people was flattery, and 
that would not succeed with such as her It was because of that 
lane cunning, as strong m her as in them, that she would not 
knock now at a door to ask the way. It was old wisdom to her - 
‘What they didn’t know didn't trouble them ’ 

But when she reached the lamp and its hght fell on the num- 
ber to her left, she knew she was utterly lost m tbs forest of 
slummery. She was about to walk back the way she had come 
when suddenly from behind the hghted cabm wmdow by her 
shoulder a piano flung out m great drops of sound the prelude 
to an old famihar arrangement of Schubert's 'Serenade and im- 
mediately a fine tenor voice opened the duet, though where the 
contralto or baritone should reply there was silence except for 
the gently throbbing beat of the accompaniment. Her heart 
beat faster than the tune of the music as m one of these half 
silences she knocked at that door. The music halted and the 
door opened Because the hght was strong bebnd bm she could 
not see Lenihan’s face. 

Can you tell me,' she said, 'where I can find number Ninety- 
two B?' 

At the first word she recogmzed the voice. 

‘Yes, of course But I'm afraid you won't find it yourself 
W^ait one minute,' he said, diving back into the kitchen, and 
^ h get my hat and show you.' 



She lowered her head to step dowTi into the ear then-floored 
cabin She saw the grand piano, almost as long as the whole 
room; it was grey with a layer of dust and coal ash. A smoke- 
darkened plaster cast of an angel hung over the wide, low grate. 
Pieces of wood shaped like monstrous bones leaned in a comer - 
the nbs of his boat. When he turned she gave him one qmck 
look, and he, caught by the full shock of surprise, cried out : 

Trme Flynn T 

Tat Lenihan V she reproached. ‘Why did you never come to 
see me and welcome me home?^ 

Her voice was deep, nch, pouting 

‘I couldn’t, Trixie. I couldn’t somehow. What brings you here 
at this hour of the night?’ 

‘The Samt Vincent de Pauls sent me. Mrs Ca h ill m Nmety- 
two B is sick.’ 

She had recovered completely from her surprise and she ar- 
ranged her hair as she looked at him from imder her eyebrows, 

‘Sit down r he said. 

His voice was shakmg and he shut the door and leaned against 
it. 

‘The old favourite,’ she said, looking at the score on the piano. 

‘I haven’t sung for nearly a year and a half,’ he said, 

my?’ 

‘I’m makmg a boat,’ he murmured, almost as if he were a chdd 
caught wrongdomg. 

‘A boatl’ 

She was shocked. 

‘Pat Lenihan I A boat 1 And you with your voice I’ 

‘Ah I’ he cned miserably. ‘It’s aU very well for you, Trixie. 
You caught the tide. You've been to Pans and Mdan. I 
about yoiu concert last March, below in the opera house.’ 

She gnmaced with bps and eyebrows and shrugged her shoul- 
ders in disdam. 

‘Un n&n. A bagatelle.’ 

‘And you got married, too,’ he whispered. 

‘Aha I’ she trilled T often thought we’d get together, Pat. 
But, chi losa?* 

His bps twitched and his eyes strayed to a photograph on the 
piano. She went over to it, and he followed There she, as a 


buxom Marguente, knelt and looked up at Lemhan in the tights 
and doublet of Faust. 

‘And you’ve been singing in Manchester and Liverpool,’ he 
said, lool^g at her as she looked at the photograph. 

It’s my wonderful year,’ she laughed. ‘Back from Milan I 
Mamed I Several reatals I Buf - she pouted again in a deep, 
sad voice - ‘you never came to see ta fUttc Marguente I’ 

‘See what?’ asked Lenihan. 

‘Me I’ she pouted, swaying before him. 

‘Oh I You don't want me now,’ cned Lenihan 

He slammed down the hd of the piano The wires vibrated. 

‘I’ll never sing another song !’ he declared. 

She was about to argue with him, but he mterrupted her 
savagely. 

^What’s the use?’ he cned. ‘Who hears me? And if they did, 
what difference would it make? Who could teU in this hole of 
a aty whether I was good or bad? I suppose if the truth were 
known I wouldn’t be taken in the chorus of a traveUing Moody- 
Manners.’ 

‘I heard you outside the window,’ she said ‘You were in good 
voice ’ 

‘I’m not. I couldn’t be I haven’t practised for eighteen 
months It’s all a lot of damned tomfoolery Look at all the 
hours I've wasted — the mghts And what good did it do me? 

I know I have a voice But it isn’t a great voice. I never even 
got as much as a penny out of it Not that I want it. Of course 
the opera house is a bagatelle to you, as you call it What are 
we here but a lot of country boys playing at amateur operatics ? 

‘Why don’t you sing in a choir, Pat?’ she asked. You d make 
some money that way.’ 

‘A choir I ’ 

His voice was like the sour beer that stank in the vinegar 

And what would I sing in a choir ?’ 

Through his nose he began to intone horribly . 

‘Tantum ergo 

Sacramentum 

Novo cedat 
Ritui 
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‘Stop, Pat I* 

They were silent for a minute or two. 

T want to sing my old part m that serenade, Pat,' she said 
gently. 

‘No.' 

‘Please, Pat !' 

‘No! No! Nol' 

She went to the piano and, leaving a wave of scent in the an 
as she swished by him, began to turn the music with the ample 
gestures of a pnma donna As she sat, and with her white fingers 
plucked out the modulated sounds, the music seemed to mingle 
s^veetly with the scent. She saw, looking over her shoulder at 
him, that he was wavering. 

‘Have you never been to any of my concerts, Pat ?' 

He shook his head She flung out a few notes like a blackbird 
full of pnde in its song. 

Come on, Pat ! ' She smiled at him again 

He flung his mood aside and stood by her, his hands clasped 
^emblmgly aaoss his chest, his eyes lost m the dark corner of 
the room. They began i 

‘Letse flcheii meinc Ltedcr 
Durch die Nacht zu dir, 

In den stillen Ham hcrniedcr, 

Liebchcn, koinin zu mir . 

Her nch, finely trained voice poured into the room and out 
0 It through the lanes. Responding to it his body swayed to 
un fro as he drew up from his chest the most powerful volume 
0 song he could command. Once where she had a bar or t^vo 
to smg alone he glanced down at her. Her great bosom, too, 
rose to the notes, and it was white and suede-smooth in tho 
ai^ ght. Lookmg at her, he almost missed a note. He sang 
almost uncontrolled passion the remainder of the song, 
en it was finished he fell into a chair by the piano and 

coy^ed his eyes with his hands. 

y God ! lie said. ‘What a voice ! What a marvellous voice !' 
°^8^t he caught the vibration of triumph and pity ^ 

tier throat as she said: ^ 

Tat I You really have a very nice voice.^ 
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Outside the window, in spite of the rain, they suddenly heard 
a chattering group of men, women, and children, trying to 
peep through the window shts and the keyhole. He was glad of 
the mtermiption and, jerking his head, he led her to the back 
door and across the yard to another lane 

‘Come and see me, Pat ! * she said He did not reply Prom 
tune to time she said, ‘Isn’t it wet^’ Or, ‘Mmd this hole!’ But 
still he did not reply. At the door of Nmety-two B, she said 
again : 

‘Won’t you come to see me? Ah! S*tl vous plait? Mon ch^r 
Pat^ Mon petit Pat?’ 

Tes, yes, yes,’ he said shortly. ‘I’ll come. Maybe. Good mght, 
Trme.’ 

‘Au revoir, mon petit Pat.’ 

The hght of the cabin windows fell on him at intervals, as 
he went. Then the mist and the dark covered him from her 
sight. 

To her surprise, when she heard from him, three months 
later just before the Christmas hohdays, he was in New York. 
It was a picture postcard of the New York Philharmomc Or- 
chestra with his address and two sentences i 

Havmg a grand tune Richard Trubner has taken me m hand 
and has great hopes of me Pat 

With the cunning of the bom guttersnipe she went at once to 
Little Hell on two or three entirely superfluous calls and at each 
house she said when leavmg, ‘I hear you’ve lost Mr Lenihan from 
the lane.’ 

Before she left the slum she had heard more about him than he 
Would ever have written to her in a hundred letters, and as she 
Was driven back to Montenotte she smiled to think how neatly 
everything she had heard fitted m with all her previous know- 
ledge of Pat Lenihan — his silence about himself, his poverty, 
the strain of bitterness and irrehgion in him He had never told 
her, for example, that he hved in Prout Lane or that he had for 
years supported his mother and sister. And she recalled, suddenly, 
how when five years before they were meeting frequently for 
some amateur operetta he had told her of the monument he 
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was going to carve for his sister*s grave. She had said, probing 
inquisitively : 

^And you’ll put your father’s name on it, too, of course?’ 

TSlo ! I will not,’ he snapped back, and, flushing, walked away. 
Well ! Here was the secret out at last. 

‘Ah, sure, Mrs Delaney,’ they had said to her in Prout Lane, 
‘that boy could do any mortal thing he liked. D’ye see his house? 
’Twould take the sight of your eyes, Mrs Delaney. It’s massive. 
Oh, sure, his father will make a C’ruso out of him. The two of ye 
wdl charm Cork ’ 

She had to halt their flattery several times. She wanted to hear 
about Pat Lenihan. 

Ths father ? ’N’t ye know ? Fifteen years ago - no I I’m teUin’ a 
he - twelve years ago his father ran away from his mother to 
America He left l^er with five children, the blackguard. Three of 
’em died smce. Susie was the last to go. An’ all this time the 
father is sending for the boy. His mother says, an’ Flyer says - 
but you wouldn’t mind Flyer - his mother says the father is 
rotten with money. But the blackguard never sent a penny smce 
the day he left. Oh, Pat’s future is cut out for him. Sure he’s a 
genius. He’d charm the married women. And’ - with a burst of 
hypocritical and dehghted laughter - ‘sure you’d charm the mar- 
ned men, Mrs Delaney I’ 

She envied hiin She was to have her first child m the spring 
and her singmg days, she felt, were nearly done. For all her pro- 
mise of triumphant nights and audiences applauding m the 
gloom across the foothghts, she was falling into the routine of a 
httle tawdry provinaal city. From this on, the most she could 
hope for would be an occasional recital m Cork, with more fre- 
quent gratis appearances at charity concerts to help her husband 
to get contracts for churches or convent buildings or for hos- 
pitals or schools managed by religious. She did not reply to the 
postcard She felt too envious. 

New York was wine to Pat Lemhan, and because it was under 
snow the silence of it filled mto his heart. All he could hear above 
the perpetual whistling of the chains on the automobiles, and 
t e muffled honk of their horns, was the long sad squawk of a 
train siren cleaving the frozen air, and the low tolhng of a bell 



where an engine drew its load through Manhattan, somewhere to 
the north. The air was cold, exhilaratmg, and pure. A few last 
gentle flakes were added to those clotting the trees in the park, 
and the low sun, a burning moon, blazed on every twig. The tall, 
tapenng buildings, dim and pale, ghttered with their own thou- 
sand hghts as they rose through the sky. 

He was driving in a taxi, back from his smging lesson, to his 
room m a httle downtown theological semmary on Nmth Avenue 
and Twenty-first Street. He had laughed to think what they 
would say m Cork if they heard he was hvmg m such a place But 
two weefo after his arrival m New York his father had got him a 
letter to the dean, and because it was cheaper and less fngid than 
a hotel he had stayed there ever smce Not that he saw his father; 
the mtroduction was sent to him, and though that was nearly 
four months ago he was about to meet his father tomght for the 
first time. 

Ever smce the tender disappeared mto the early-mormng mist 
at Queenstown four months or so ago, leavmg him on the hner, 
he had been filled by that miracle of elation that comes only once 
in a hfe to every man, that fills him when chance at last opens for 
him some long-desired road. He had never m all his hfe been so 
exated as when he stepped off the boat and looked expectantly 
around the wharf; for half his dreams had been of the day when 
his father would return with him , successful and wealthy, to 
hve, reconciled to his mother, m Ireland But he saw nobody 
and nobody came to meet him. He was planmng to go to his 
father's busmess address, the only one he Imew, when at the cus- 
toms desk they handed him a letter m which his father ex- 
plained that he had been called away suddenly to Cleveland on 
business and they would see one another m a few weeks' time. 

‘There is, to be sure,' his father wrote, ‘a good deal of money 
m smgmg and my Pat must have the best teachers money can 
buy Meanwhile you must have a good time.' 

The letter mentioned several shows; one called Earl Carroll's 
Vanities was a ‘real bully show'. Lemhan smiled at the Amen- 
canese, and because he could not meet his father, went that even- 
“ig to see something his father had hked. He came out, unhappy 
and troubled, his eyes and mmd soiled by gaudy unages of red 
and purple curtams and sham marble pillars and naked women. 



Had he not come by chance on a symphony concert and snatched 
an hour filled with the thunder and whisper of a Beethoven con- 
certo (it was the Emperor) he would have had nothing but an 
unpleasant memory for his first night m New York, a memory 
that might have shattered his miracle forever. 

After that he lived his own< hfe and the miraculous elation of 
hope blossomed once more. After another three weeks his father 
wrote again He was now in Chicago and in a few weeks they 
would meet Meanwhile Pat must begin to study; ‘for my Pat 
must make a name for himself and Fll help my boy to it whde I 
have a dollar left.* Things went on hke that for another three 
months, some of the letters containing large cheques, and still 
Lenihan had not met his father. By now, too, his mother was 
writing long letters from Cork, charging him in an agony of fear 
with hiding something from her, and Lenihan spent a good part 
of his leisure time wntmg long letters to both of them But his 
master was by now much more hopeful, and even enthusiastic, 
and Lenihan could already see, a year away, perhaps, the mght of 
his debut - the little concert hall, for it would be a very modest 
beginning, the accompanist looking to him for the signal, the 
scattered audience of cormoisseurs and critics, and then the 
notices the following mommg in the press giving him his first 
taste of fame. 

It was characteristic of his elation that he found even Ninth 

Avenue beautiful. And yet, at any rate around Twenty-fiist 

Street, it is merely a dirty, paper-strewn cobbled street, darkened 

and made raucous by an overhead railway. There is the usual 

Greek frmt store, the usual wide-windowed restaurant and lunch 

counter, white-tiled hke a pubhc lavatory at home in Ireland, 

and with such names as Charlie’s Lunch or The Coffee Pot, an 

^-clothes shop, a cheap Sicilian haberdasher strayed up fiom 

Macdougal Street; there is a Palmist and Phrenologist, with 

ig- reasted Pohsh gypsies always offering themselves m the 

oorway The tramcars raced along the avenue under the thim- 

er of the overhead railway Only when the snow covers the dirt 

^ the smeUs and duUs the noise is the place really tolerable. 

tl^^f- It had the charm of a foreign city, the one place 

re^ ^^^^^ned mdehble in all its details on his memory when he 

to Ireland, that filthy avenue banked in snow, made 
138 


doubly white by the hlack girders of the overhead; and side by 
side for all its length all those vital, struggling, immigrant homes. 
That long noisy street remained with him as a poignantly lovely 
memory, a thing more vital and brutal than he could ever explain. 

And It was all the more poignant and bitter when he discovered 
that for all the four months he was in New York his father had 
watched him commg out of the archway of the seminary m the 
morning and going in, often very late at m'ght, getting no more m 
return for his patient vigil than the briefest glance at his son's 
face raised questiomngly to the sky, or, after dark, the outhne of 
his son's back under the lamphght. 

In the hall, now, hy the telephone booth he stood waiting, and 
though it was twelve years since they had met, and the old man 
had grown scant-haired and yellow-skinned and hard-mouthed, 
they recognized each other at once. But they could say nothing 
but, ‘How are you, my son?' and, ‘How are you, Father?' - look- 
ing shyly at each other, smihng and saymg nothmg, because they 
had nothmg in common they dared talk about. 

‘Let's go and have a cup of cawfee,' said the father at last, and 
he took his son by the arm and led him across to the white coun- 
ter of Charlie's Lunch. 

In the bnght hght of the restaurant Lenihan noticed that his 
father's hands were trembling, and that they were rough with 
work, and that his smt was odorous of the steam press. 

‘You've come from Detroit, Father?' 

"What?' said the father, taken by surpnse. 

"You wrote me from Detroit last time. Father,' said Lenihan. 
"Yeahr 

As the white-hatted curate brought them the coffee the father 
spoke about Detroit to his son, mventmg the names of the streets 
and the squares and the parks. 

'N't you hke New Yawrk?' he asked then, and m spite of the 
succession of nasals his intonation was pure Cork. 

I do, indeed,' said Lemhan. 

The old man began at once m a very fast voice to make his 
confession to his son, but he went round and round it and he 
could not approach the actual point He talked instead in a con- 
Insed way about America and its customs, about democracy and 
diehberties of America, about freedom of thought and tolerance 
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and cosmopolitanism, and though Lenihan tried very hard to 
foUow him he could not, and finally he gave it up and, barely 
listening, merely said, ‘Yes/ or ‘No,’ or ‘Indeed ? or Do you say 
so?’ He was trying to think how he could get to the point of 
suggesting to his father that he ought to return to his home and 
wife in Cork. Suddenly he observed how exated and nervous the 
old man was, and how his eyes were shifting here and there as 
his talk grew slower and more deliberate. He felt his father was 
commg to the point, and he waited for his opportunity, almost 
trembling himself v/ith hope and expectation. 

‘Of course,’ his father was saying, ‘you are a young maan still, 
Pat. A very young maan. And in Ireland a maan has little chance 
of meeting with experience. But you are a clever young maan an 
I hope you have understanding.’ 

‘I hope so, sir,’ said Lenihan. 

The old man looked at him from eye to eye, and said solemnly 
and deliberately : 

‘A maan’s married hfe is sacred to him.’ 

‘Father 1’ said Lemhan, grasping his father’s hand. How rough 
it was and how it shook as he held it I 
‘Yes, Pat?’ 

Tather, come home to my mother.’ 

With a shock he realized that he had often and often said those 
words before to his father when he used to meet him as a child, 
wandermg drunk in the streets. His father looked at him. There 
was silence for a moment and then an overhead tram, thundered 
by. 

Tat I’ said his father. 

‘Yes.' 

Tat, I want you to stay here.’ 

Tut you can go home without me,' he was beginning 
argue, when the old man mterrupted him. 

Tat, boy. I’ll make a success of you. I’m very fond of you, and 
I always was Aren’t you my first son, and why shouldn’t I^ ^ 
have a father’s love for you, Pat. My boy I I’ve done a lot of rotten 
Amgs, Pat, but you don’t hold them against me? You wouldnt 
hold things out against your old dad?’ 

A group of men came m and sat at the counter near them, 
ome upstairs, Pat,’ said his father, takmg his hand. 
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TTpstaiis?’ said Lemiian. 

‘Yes/ said the father, leading him through the shop. ‘I know 
the man here,' he explained. 

He was like a hare doubling before the dog. He lied at every 
hand's turn. Upstans in the room over the shop the first thing 
Lenihan saw was a panorama of Queenstown and in surprise he 
turned to his father. 

Tes, Pat?' faltered the old man. 

‘Queenstown I' said Lenihan in dehght. 

‘Aye,' smiled his father, still unable to confess. 

‘How did it get here?' 

Tes, Pat.' 

And he laughed with foolish delight, in spite of his nervous- 
ness, because at last someone else besides himself was enjoymg 
the old famdiar scene. 

‘Look at the old Deepwater Quay I' said Lenihan. ‘And look 
at Spike I And Haulbowhne I Isn't it grand I' 

Then he stopped, his eyes wandering to the fireplace, over 
which hung an Irish flag, the old green with the yellow harp, and 
crossmg it an Italian flag, the quartered shield in the white centre. 
Beneath it on the mantelpiece was a photograph. He went towards 
it. It was himself and Tnxie Hynn as Faust and Marguerite When 
he wheeled on his father the old man was looking up at him like 
a dog about to be kicked or a schoolboy waitmg for p unishm ent. 
But before the confession could come the door was flung open and 
m raced two lovely httle black-haued boys, and after them strode 
a dark-eyed, big-chested Itahan woman. 

‘Whoo! Pop!' cned the children, leaping up joyously at old 
Lenihan. ‘We been shoppm' 1' 

And they began to show him their New Year toys until, seemg 
the stranger, they fell suddenly quiet. 

Amtal' said old Lenihan ‘This is Pat.' 

It was plain that he had told her at least some of the truth — 
how much Lenihan never knew, probably that he was a widower 
3nd this was hi<; son Afterwards it tore Lenihan s heart to think 
the old man had not been able to keep it secret that he had a son 
whom he loved Now, however, as the woman looked at him, 
searching his face for 'the face of his mother, Lemhan began to 
of Prout Lane, wrapped in its veils of mist, and of his 
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mother, hurrying to the chapel to her confraternity at night, and 
he let his eyes faU, and taking his hat he went slowly out of the 
room. His father raced down the stairs to stop him, persuadmg 
and entreating him, step hy step, as he insisted on descendmg to 
the street. ^ 

That mght when he had at last got rid of his father Lenihan 
packed his hag and took the Shore Line midnight to Boston, his 
taxi racmg with whistling chains through the snow-covered 
avenues, past the great floodlit towers of the aty's buildings, 
closed for the night, past the theatres he had begun to know so 
well, dark now and sdent, and empty, the shops at rest, the side- 
walks deserted, into the great station where the foyer was full of 
light and hfe, and the waiting line of Pullmans beyond stood 
silent and dark, ready for its journey, under the sad whistle of 
the siren and the low tolling of its beU. 

He stayed in Boston for the better part of a year, abandoning 
all his ambitions and hopes. There was no looking out of the office 
wmdow here, no singing at the lunch hour for the workmen, no 
intervals m which he might at his ease exercise his voice. Havmg 
saved his fare, and a httle more, he returned to Ireland for Christ- 
mas. 

Not untd he was seated in the train from Queenstown to Cork 
did it occur to him that in those four months in New York his 
father must have spent on him the best part of his life's savings, 
that his father was a poor man — that his father probably was 
quite fond of him. A light snow, rare event in southern Ireland, 
was blowing past the carriage windows, and in it he saw Ninth 
Avenue and the black girders of the overhead and, for the first 
time, his father’s face at the v/indow of Charhe's Lunch peering 
out anxiously to see him leave the seminary in the mommg, peer- 
out at mght in the hope of seemg him return, and domg that 
ay after day, week after week, afraid to meet his son, and yet 
ing to talk with him and maybe persuade bim to stay with 
un for the rest of his life The old fellow, thought Lenihan, 
must have gone to a great deal of trouble and humihation per- 
^a ng the dean to allow me to stay at the seminary; and then 
fath devices, all the lies, aU the subterfuges his 

mini t employed, and all to no greater result than five 
o es painful argument as they stepped do\vn the stairs of 



the restaurant-cum-haberdasher’s shop m Ninth Avenue; and, 
afterwards, still more painful because bitter and insulting, the 
pleading and the quarrelling m the httle room of the theological 
semmary over the way. Through the whirlmg snowflakes, curlmg 
about the bare beech boughs, and meltmg on the dark droopmg 
laurels and the tattered hedges, he saw only, and now with a 
sudden but tardy pity, that his father's sm had home bitter , 
frmt. 

The train rolled mto the city, over the red bridge mto the 
railway station, and as he stepped from it and saw his mother 
commg forward in search of him through the crowd, full of joy 
at the thought that she was about to see her son agam - the sor- 
row of her husband's early desertion long smce forgotten - Lem- 
han realized that he was divided m pity between these two, and 
that, for bemg divided, he could never as long as he hved be at 
ease again with either. 

In the old covered car, as they drove mto the aty, and up the 
hills agam to Prout Lane, Lenihan told his mother the truth 
about her husband. But when she began to weep for herself and 
curse her husband with sudden blasphemy, Lenihan found that 
he had no longer any hate or resentment left m him. After that, 
when the news spread through the lane, he refused to talk of it 
With anybody, and if they insisted on upbraiding his father he 
would merely say. Tittle good it did him,' or. The poor old sod, 

I pity him sometimes.' 

All that day a stream of people kept tncklmg m to welcome 
the genius home. They had expected a mght of jollification, 
tut they were just as pleased with the drama of the weeping 
another. Flyer drunken and fractious on the porter mtended 
for the feasjt, and Pat sittm'g glum and silent by the fire. His 
piano he had sold before he went to Amenca, never thmkmg to 
need it agam, his wmdow flowers were withered stumps, the fire 
tad taken his wood carvmgs one by one, as well as the unfinished 
portions of his boat that used to lean m the comers of the kit- 
chen 

'Didn't I have a clean kitchen for you, Pat ?' his mother wailed. 
‘And what news you brought me! Look at that lovely red 
niarbled wallpaper we got for you, fouipence a dozen, and Fiver 



to put it up for you with his own two hands. Oh I mat a hom^ 
coming r she wailed at each new comforting gossip, ^^li at last 
he drove out of the house and down to the river’s edge to loo 
the skeletons of his boat, and to look, in the dusk, at t e n^rs 
of the vinegar factory. Then the only shdter from e nig an 
his lonehness was the dark hghts of Montenotte an 


It was no pleasure to him to visit her. Earher in the a ternoo 
he had observed from an old poster that they were now w 
her Tvladame Flynn-Delaney, Cork’s Own Nightmgale , an as 
read it he had groaned aloud, like a man m pam. This mt ea 
place stiU had, he thought bitterly, as he walked throug its 
dry front streets whose finery was only the thickness o a ric , 
and mto its warehouse back streets that looked as if 
been rustmg and crumbling for centuries, all the mannensms 
and unconscious humour ascribed to it by the sniggering 
and Fronts and Thackerays of a hundred years ago. With ^ 
of sour joy he began to roam about the aty, trymg to keep o 
visiting Montenotte - O romantic Mount of Night ! - _ 

ing his own misery "with the shades of the Spensers and the ^ 
becks and the Walters - for he refused to aUy even 
thoughts with the people themselves - the dukes and earls an^ 
lords-lieutenant and secretanes whose petty glories -were t e 
only ones the place had ever seen. Everywhere he went he soug 
with dehberate malice for the signs of decayed grandeur - stree 
of Georgian houses full of cheap shops, a puny bridge called a ter 
Welhngton, a wide street dubbed a square and given to Nelson, 
a horse trough presented to a Berwick, a -wretched slum street o 
the whole House of Hanover, and every sooty, mud-deep 
partitioned ofi here to a Gren-viUe, or a Wandesford, or a Cam en, 
or a Lancaster, a George, a Charlotte, an Albert. Every eime 
down-at-heel sighing for St James’s and Pall Mall, with their oa 
bitten servants and tarnished finery, had been offered the immor 
tahty of their names on the walls of a jakes m this city of exd^ 
But all the time, as if in spite of himself, he approache 
nearer and nearer to Montenotte. The bored souls of provinci 
tov/ns are all hke that — feedmg on one another -without pl^ 
sure, hke leeches. 

He bad been afraid that she would ask him too many questions 
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about his father and his own plans. She seemed far more in- 
terested in showing him her baby and m telhng him about the 
contract for the new cathedral that all the architects m Cork 
were trymg to wheedle out of the bishop. Then her hiLsband 
came in for dinner and with him her sister-in-lav/ and her 
brother, and they prevailed on Lenihan to stay It was a good 
dinner but noisy with cross-talk, and Delaney bored them with 
talk about the cathedral - the people who were manoeuvring for 
the contracts, distant relations of the bishop that were being 
approached by this person and that, the best sites for the cadie- 
dral, the soil, the stone, the style, explaining the advantages of 
Romanesque with his knife and his napbn and a loaf of bread, 
deriding Pugin because he had filled Ireland with plaster Go tine 
*My God I I’d rather concrete,’ he would declare Though 
concrete wasn’t as popular once as it is now That’s what your 
Amencans’ - to Lenihan - ‘did for us I remember a competition 
twelve years ago and I was the first student to suggest a concrete 
church. “How m the name of God," said the adjudicator - it 
was Sir Edward Lutyens - "how in the name of Almighty 
God,’ says he, "could that roof stand?" "Oh, it's concrete, Sir 
Edward," says I. "Indeed," says Sir Edward, "an’ I suppose the 
spire is made of cast iron?" But, you know,’ Delaney went on in 
spite of the laughter, ‘you could have a concrete roof in a 
Romanesque church. And it wouldn’t be a smaller church You'd 
make m the height what you’d lose m the width; you could have 
galleries . . / 

And so on and on while Lenihan kept thinking, 'I’m back; 
back in garrulous, windbag Cork' And his mind filled v,ith 
^ages of New York and Boston and he ceased to liear Dehruy's 
t^lk except as the babble of a stream 
After dinner, wluskey and port and coffee were liandetl around 
and there was much sniggering in a corner o\er a ri:quc Frerch 
pictorial But Lenihan put such a good face on tilings that he 
iMnagcd to lift out of his mood into a good humour, lud .eh.de 
dm rain blown up from the harbour lashed the stre-ammg piurt 
and the fire crackled with drops falling m the churn.) hr a.rj 
^i^ie sang a comical duet from the Yromc.t uf ti.c C's^r.i 
aney pranced around the room holding his glae> (lie 
*n^ coming m on the refnun very Hat and out vt tunc. I c 


lift ^®ihan and Trixie were 

singers they" hafft^rf, *eJl^lba*a?dSr°aId Tom 

ffl^teTrtSer sLt Carus^nV^ 

and he sa.d he coulS weU WiLTI “ 

lay^doTO Ae S f ® ‘and I’d die for her. Td 

lumself teihnlhef that h° bo* their heads, and Lenihan found 
then, dr m L h did her great honour. But 

monmg; and shl a? wouldn't be back until 

felt he h^dmvt^ nSr P"‘ ““ It^nd. He 

forward and encouraued I “ ^“t^h as tonight, and as she leaned 
his father As he Ipf^th ^ t° readily all about 

the ‘SeZa^ t f 1 ^ har from 

htSelnl'ct^S p " downpoL hack up to the 

to betray the old man’ I*** ^'^d no right 

posted a totr i he wrote L 

and nnplonns her fn r *11"'^?^® ^^d his confidence 

long aVd wfrll erie She wrote 

ins confidence and would“r^S I af 

kept quiet m a city"*Li:e ™oh things are best 

out your past m Corlr a r ^ always people trying to dig 
the old devil You never kn°^ father, have nothing to do with 
w linu severely Xn. of this 

with him in any -way ^ writing to him or communicating 

for S ml^g Poonng out of Charhe’s Lunch 

seminary, and thin tin ^ himself leaving the 

^ coarse woman would never agam visit 

^ack streets, searchm^^ cnng i^tead at mght, in and out of the 
souie times for snatch pf names and old memories, 

^ lamp m an archwav° ^^tal heauty where the shadows of 
146 ^ ^ design of glooms, or hghts that 


were more lAe shadows, or where an empty blank gable end 
wered dark over a lane, or a whitewashed cottage shone like 

X^tbT/^5 'a after all, but another 

l^e those Sydneys and Coburgs and Adelaides and the rest of 

toem, whoever they were, another exile tortured by the empty 
days and the companionless mghts? ^ 

In the end he went back to her. After aU, they were the only 

And 

wPen he did go, late one evening, she was so childishly glad to 
see him, and so unhappy about her husband, that he felt he had 
een harsh and unkind and readily agreed to sing with her at a 
torthcoming concert. But it happened that ,ust that mght a pnest 
called to bless the house. (Tather Shanahan,' she whispered to 
e an as he came in, %e bishop's secretary'; and, as he went 
upstaus to pray over the house, ‘God forgive me, I have my house 
blessed by half the pnests m Cork.') He was a pale-haired satur- 
nine man, with a voice as high-pitched as a girl's, and his eyes 
were soft with innocence or humility, and immediately he entered 
e room Tnxie began to be charming to him and flirt with 
m in a loud voice and with much winkmg. His answers, how- 
ever, were so awkward that Tnxie's talk seemed improper and 
poss to Lemhan, who pretended to be playing with the baby, 
eaning oyer the pram and glaring down at it as if he were about 
0 choke it. Presently he found himself bemg mtngued mto giv- 
a half promise to sing the Adeste with Tnxie at the pansh 
c oir next Sunday, though it enraged him to see his half promise 
passed on at once as if it were a personal gift of Tnxie's to the 
parish But she was so chanmng about it that the httle pnest 
pew more and more awkward and finally took his leave, and 
emhan, who had disliked pnests at aU tunes, preferred to go with 
Yet the following night he was back at her house again, and 
agam she was delighted to see him, and after that he took to visit- 
^g her regularly. There was no other house open to him 

^ April he was taken back m the vinegar factory, and little by 
the marshes under the office window began to sprout in 
peen patches, and at the lunch hour he could walk abroad m 
pe fields more and more often under the dry skies and 
broken clouds and work longer and longer m the evenings at his 
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town, theV^irir W 

inlete V I ^ ^ Sundays m summer among the 

M^eifzFVT toe rf C 

dor and at once I. u ^ the com- 

artifiaal bght her ha^ ^h ^ room. In the 

head - and her nrh Kn ™^^h bronze wire piled on her 

evenmg gown of ni V splayed generously m her low-cut 

that it had a nan on h^Vh boohed as if a touch would reveal 
ter by her bare, Lcele2!r2 " ^^de. He took 

;fcrt thecontract?'he asked eagerly. 

Ta^S^efe something wong. 

so often ’ ^ tegmmng to talk about us. You mustn^t come 

door was ope2°da^2sh2^*™ 

rplte & '"‘t shame. 

‘Oh I ^ oahan is dropping hints.^ 


‘Tf’o i-u -70 It a unwise.' 

‘I’m norp2Bu/°“’? '^*de.’ 

Wrtha2r„fi!l^°7.C°*’ 


With "Y . Cork." 

pot his arms arouni*2* defiance of the mean, tatthng city he 
setn2^"r ^2'" “d she did not rLt 

seemed natural to her tn warmly than he gave it It 

al arms. A knock nn j ^ ru her great matem- 

went down the comrin ^hed them to their duet and they 
^e calm, to be calm ft ^ ^ ^ stage whispermg to each other to 
his house m Prout Tan^ night when she came to 

Wild passion, acceleraoL .7 duet in a rivalry of almost 

^hl the accompanist f ^ j melancholy serenade 

^ 1>« behmd “^ver nearer than a quarter 

^^48 dience sensed their emotion m Lemhan^s 



flushed cheeks and m the woman by her high-flimg chin and 
flashing eyes, and sharing in that emotion, several seconds before 
the song ended, they sent their clamorous, thimdenng applause 
up from the gloom beyond the bnght encircling footlights In 
the wmgs, Delaney, trembhng for his contract, waited for his 
wfe: he implored her to be careful - the bishop was in the 
house and Shanahan was somewhere on the stage. But beyond 
the bdlowmg curtam the applause rose and feU in wave on 
wave until they came forward to smg again, choosmg with 
an almost mcreible lack of discretion the love duet from The 
Ltly of Ktllarney. By the prompter’s box Father Shanahan looked 
on with tightened lips and disapprovmg eyes as Lenihan rose 
breathlessly to : 


T come, I come, my heart’s dehght I 
My heart’s dehght I 
My heart’s dehght .’ 

^g so feelmgly that when it was over and he reached the side of 
the stage he collapsed m a chair They brought him a glass of 
water, and as he sipped it mechamcally he saw Delaney come m 
horn the auditonum, m a fury, and lead his wife to her room, 
and httle Father Shanahan lookmg at them with a cold look in 
his innocent eyes. 

After that painful scene he dared not visit her agam, and m- 
eed she wrote to him to warn him not to come to her Fortun- 
ately It was summer and he could now work for long hours m the 
evemngs at his boat. As he saw it, as it were, come to life under 
his hands he became as happy as a woman with child. July came 
and the trestles under his boat were deep m buttercups, and as 
ne worked, the salmon leaped up the falls, splashing, bow-bent 
^ver. Dunng those days he seemed to be tireless, and when the 
^i-kness drove him home to his cabm kitchen he worked late into 
the mght mabng cabinets to exchange with a local firm of 
furnishers for the timber and the brass and iron and glass fit- 
hngs he needed. It was August and a woodbme trailed its 
tendrils from the hedges over the flank of his boat. As with his 
^^ter’s tombstone he worked in a fever of impatience to be 
finished. It was so hot that he had to put a tarpaulin over the keel 
and It burned his hand to lean on it. September came and under his 
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nf 7”! Ae wld arum in its tight wrapping. 

October followed and the denuded trees showed the red ber^ 

0 t e og rose, burning like the holly berry on its branch. It 
seemed as if he would not have his boat launched that autumn, 
Ti, ^ month died he had painted the name on her prow 

m Tncfester; and dared to wnte to Delaney asking if he and his 
Wife would come to launch his boat. 

That Sunday, after singmg m the choir, she came, and the 
fln! down the slip and it breasted the water and 

I-raihan rushed for- 

. a i, ° husband was impatient to be gone 

and she would not delay. * 

All he could say was : 

T'hanks. Is he still angry?* 

^es. He says you lost ium that contract.’ 

Didn’t he get it after aU ? ’ he cned. 

m’ she said. ‘We heard last mght that Cassidy got it.’ 

^^But Delaney sounded his horn impatiently and she turned to 

slenTm^^l? 7“ dehghted with his boat. He almost 

down at the ? his work every morning He raced 

from whom a fondle it. Then the engmeers 

uev^rle ‘<>'d hiHi that it would 

they only shn ^ i? argued with them for hours, but 

far apart anrl ^ eir shoulders at him The timbers were too 
would not bpa^^^^ engme on them; the stem post 

quarter made ^ 

Sgle '“d *e shaft through at the proper 

agam. It lav^r,°^ j'* aiater s tombstone he never went near it 
knocked a hole ™der the alders until maraudmg boys 

grew sln^y and^*^ and s^ng halfway m the shallow Ld, it 
for It h^^olvS““ You can see it there today - 

enough into the en^an but only i£ you peer closely 

^distinguishable bank, where it is almost 

^0 eClf ^ air-searchmg roots of the trees 

ou‘ to the i4tv^!“ discovered that it would never take him 

®'“tonmtheca^edMebo?thi? f’o'^ors that 

150 inlets of the harbour, it was grey with the 



first cold rams of November. He stood by his door m Prout Lane, 
bitmg his nails, and starmg across the dark valley of the Lee at 
the hanging hghts of Montenotte, while the slowly waving mist 
veiled the moon - a warm haze floated up from the sea, per- 
s^tent as a fog. Wmter had begun again, and agam the boredom 
of the empty days and nights. He could hear the people talking 
beyond the dividing wall. His mother was gone to the chapel to 
her confratermty. Flyer was boozmg m the pub at the end of 
the lane. 

Searching for the key of his piano - a secondhand cheap affair - 
he wiped the dust from the yellow keys and sat to play the 
Schubert 'Serenade". As the worn keys plucked out the drops of 
sound his voice rose gently to the words. Suddenly he stopped 
and listened. He rushed to the door and flung it wide. He saw the 
mist curhng about the gas lamp overhead and hghted cabin win- 
dows as they vanished down the wmding lane Slowly he 
closed the door and returned to his song The voices in the 
Dext house had fallen silent . his fingers drew the notes m slow 
procession. 


'Lass auch dn die Brust b&wcgcn, 

Ltebchen, horc mteh, 

Bebend harr' tch dtr entgegen, 

Kotnm, beglucke intch . " 

He could not finish He began it, several times, and each time 
be paused, and sat hstemng for a noise at the door. 



Discord 


At the square and low-pitched window of the priest's room g 
imder the eaves and overlooking the city, the two lovers - t ey 
had been married only yesterday and were m Dubhn or t e 
honeymoon - clutched the wmdow-frame level wnth their chms 
and saw the field of roofs. The moving panorama of the sky had 
blown with it aU but the final dusk of smoke. Down m the 
street a tm can rolled on the flags with a bnght clanking, e 
them Father Peter, his black arm pomtmg between their heads, 

led their eyes over the aenal plam. 

That's Samt Michan's with the spire. There's the Protestant 

Samt Michan's with the square tower.' 

Always awkward with the newly wedded, he had led ^ 
straight to the window immediately they entered his room. ® 
now said Protestant for a joke, hidmg his own shyness. 

‘That?' 

To a query of the girl's. 

‘The Domimcan Church. But there now is a very interesting 
old place, Samt Mary’s Abbey. Its real name is Samt Marys 
Ostmanby - the East Men, do you see, the Danes. It was a 
dictine church to begin and then the Cisteraans took it over. I s 
all the old Dubhn, as you know, there in front of us across the 
nver.' 

‘Girt around by prayer,' said the young man, whose eye picke 
out the spues and towers all around the horizon. 

‘And girt around by pubs,' said Father Peter cynically. TPs 
wonderful there at mght, though, with all the hghts. It's like 
Pans from Montmartre Those old roofs of that slum house there 
between us and the nver . . 

One could have spat down across the narrow street at the 
humped and twisted dents and downs of the rooftop. 
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*. . . they^re ugly enough v/ith theu: lumps of plaster between 
the slates, but you have no idea how lovely they are if there's a 
fall of snow. Oh, it’s very lovely Last winter there was a heavy 
fall and those little crevices of roofs were . . . Ah !’ 

They could almost see the whirling gentle fall darkening over 
Dublin as they heard him gurgle behind them with delight He 
v/as forgetting his shyness. Through the windows of the slum 
house they could see three floors and on each floor iron bed 
legs Seeing the poor drabness of it Angela turned away. 

‘Well, well,' teased the girl as she looked over the cosy room 
with its big mannish furniture and its low roof, ‘who wouldn t be 
a pnest?’ 

They sat down in the deep armchairs, then minds brought back 
by her to the present. 

This IS the rest of it ye're seeing now,' laughed Peter. ‘Not 
that I have such a bad time, mind you.' 

‘Are you kept very busy. Father^' she asked kindly. 

‘No,’ he said, a bit doubtfully, and then, more positively, 
‘No !' He poked the fire, and leaned back in the capaaous settee, 
3nd supported his paunch, for it was a cold autumn and he hked 
his comfort. He lit a cigar and gave them cigarettes, to celebrate 
the occasion, as he said ‘I have hvo confratermties, the women's 
every Monday night, and then the first Sunday of each month I 
have the Bona Mors That,' he explamed, ‘is for the old people. 
For a happy death It's mainly the old weak people who come to 
that, as you might understand ' 

The young lovers nodded as if they did understand. 

Then we have a week on and a week off on uty, sic 
calls and the hke We share that between us. Day and night. 
Pm unlucky at that. I seem to get more sick calls than any other 
priest' 

That's because you’re so popular. Father, laughed the girl. 

‘Faith, 'tis not. Tis just the way things come I have one old 
lad there now m Wading Street and he gets ureimc fits Even if he 
had me m twice that day and it was three in the morning he 
have me m again.' 

And you have to go asked the youth ^ ^ 

Oh,' Said the priest solemnly, ‘you couldn t re use. 

Some of them are devils/ commiserated the you 
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Aha, teased the girl, Vait till youhe on your bed of death and 
you^U be howlmg for a pnest like the worst of them/ 

Bedad, laughed Bather Peter, 'a uremic fit is a pretty bad 
thing: ^ ^ 

I suppose, she said, *you*d wish sometimes for a little parish 
down in the country?’ 

I do, he agreed eagerly. ‘I do. It’s good here. And I meet all 
sorts of people. And it’s interestmg v/ork. But - ah, you know . ./ 

Still, said Frank, ‘I envy you. You meet people, you’re in con- 
tact with life. There’s that fear always over me — being isolated - 
gettmg away from hfe - gettmg wrapped into myself. Everyone 

ving in the country has that feeling sometimes. It’s a bit tem- 
fymg.’ 

His eyes wandered to the sea of roofs. His girl looked at him, as 
if surprised by some cavern in him that she had not seen before 
an must, maybe, yet explore. She did not guess that m his mind 
t at image of a vast Dublin, growing and decaying, was still dilat- 
ing like a smoke in wmd. 


^ There s that mdeed,’ said the priest. Tou must keep on meet- 
ing people. But, then, you know, too, here it’s always a certam 
Kind of people. Sad stones. Rotten stones Down-and-out stones, 
ways the same. Drunks, paupers, prostitutes - ach ! ’ 
ou ave a lot of books? said the girl, agam dra^ving their 

minds back with hers. ^ > h h 

Tm bantept from them. But they're a great refuge for iie. 
you see, I have no room for any more.’ 

^jumped out of hrs settee and picked out a volume. 

Mangan reminds me. This room is full of assoaa- 
the ^ poetry here : he and Davis and 

an/i av ^ writers of the Notion used to come here and talk 
was W^n 'T' Mitchel was in this room. That 

Km? - C-P. you remember - 

The A ttio! TV. i P™ bouse for the lot of them. It was called 

h had Attic Nights I ’ 

this room?^ youth. ’James Clarence Mangan in 


the same then excitedly. It would have been jus< 

the green baiT-p fi ^ ceiling, the windows crushed under it) 
,54 the cozy fire, the books from floor to roof, 



aBd all that poor, decayed city full of life and fashion and move- 
ment and colour His mind flooded with vague assoaations of 
eighteenth- and nineteenth-century Dublm. 

‘Surely Wolfe Tone was horn somewhere hereabouts?^ He 
pointed. ‘And Lord Edward Eitzgerald, where did he live?’ 

His hands seemed to grope with his memory. 

‘Why, man,’ cried Father Peter, ‘Thomas Street is just behind 
us Emmet had his depot for making bombs a stone’s throv/ away. 
They hanged him in the street - you can see Saint Catherine’s 
spire just over the spot from my bedroom window. The street 
between us and the castle is Lord Edward Street.’ 

'ManganP said the young man, and he reated, moodily but 
finely, while his wife looked at him, troubled, and at the priest 
almost With distrust : 

‘I sav/- her once, one httle while, and then no more. 

Twas paradise on earth awhde, and then no more. 

Ah, what avails my vigil pale, my magic lore? 

She shone before mine eyes awhile and then no more. 

The shallop of my peace is wrecked on Beauty’ s shore 

Near Hope's fair isle it rode awhile, and then no more .’ 

Tie was a fine poet,’ said Father Peter, and then, thinking this 
too melancholy for honeymoon days, he said, ‘They had one great 
tiight here, I believe, when they had an argument on Shakespeare. 
Davis was reating Antony’s speech to the mob “Lend me your 
oars . . ‘'What nonsense,” cries Mangan “Thats a misread- 
ing. He said, ‘Lend me your cars ’ Sure, they were going to a 
funeral ” ’ 

They laughed lightly at that, but the fume of memory was still 
m the young man’s brain. 

T saw her once, one little while, and then no more 

The earth was Pen-land awhile, and then no more. 

Dh, might I see but once agam as once before, 

Through chance or wile, that shape awhile, and then no more 1 

Death soon would heal my griefs I This heart now sad and sore 

Would beat anew a httle whde, and then no more . . 

‘Aye,’ said Father Peter, ‘and the D’Hosse/s “Ode to the Ma- 
guires ' IS magmficent.’ 
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*Aii awful, a tremendous night is this meseems, 

The floodgates of the nvers of heaven, I think, have been burst 

mde . . 

The girl had fallen silent. The priest noticed it. 

‘Come and see the chapel,^ he said. ‘Or the crypt.* 

‘Whafs there to be seen?* asked the girl distrustfully. 

‘Why,* cned the priest, ‘it*s most historic. There*s maybe a hun- 
dred people buried Aere. Great huge vaults there like wine cellars. 
Do you fciow who*s there? Leonard MacNally.* 

MacNally the spy. The scrubby lawyer who was the friend of 
the Earl of Clare, the traitor who used to eat his nails and was so 
dirty the bar mess would not admit him. The friend of Tone. The 
fnend of Emmet. He had defended him and betrayed him. Not 
until he was dead did the people discover it. The priest laughed. 

‘Yes, he’s down there. And his coffin fallmg to pieces. Every 
time I go down I give it another kick. WTien he was being brought 
there I beheve the poor of the city crowded the vaults to be sure 
he wasn’t laid near or nigh to one of their own. Come on and let's 
have a look at the church.’ 

After descending the long stairs and entering the chapel by 
a side door they were surprised to find the high altar so marble- 
white and glittering. As they looked reverently at it a young man 
with his hands jomed and his eyes cast down approached the 
pnest. The lovers moved away, but they heard the man’s request; 
his wife was outside and wanted her baby to be baptized. Father 
Peter gruffly told him the name of the priest on duty. In one 
place an old woman was muttering prayers under her shawl. An 
old man told his beads under the hght of the candles by the Vn- 
gm’s altar. They were all poor and ragged. Suddenly they saw a 
wild-bearded, hollow-faced man standing away back m the nave, 
praymg devoutly. His beard was soft but tangled; his han was, to 
his shoulders; he held his two arms aloft as he prayed; his eyes 
shone Cimously they watched him, a htde frightened. 

‘Who IS he?* asked the girl of the pnest. 

‘He’s daft,’ whispered the priest. ‘An ex-soldier. He sometimes 
preaches to the empty church Come this way.* 

He d terrify me,’ said the girl. 

Peter laughed agam as he led them down another flight of stans 
tnrough an old trap door. 
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Tou’d go off your nut here if you took too much notice of 

thmgs Wait till I hght this candle ' 

Down they went and the air was close and it was pitch dark be- 
yond the candle gleam. In that httle they saw the vaults open 
right and left of the great supporting arches She took her man's 
hand as the shapes of the co ffin s emerged out of the dark A hang- 
mg bit of rusted wire caught in her hand and she gave a httle 

scream. 

That's a bit of wire/ said the pnest cheerfully. 

Two eyes of hght from the street level stared at them. 

Vo you see those holes?' he said, and they were aU stoopmg. 

The cats come in there from the street.' 

Before them the waU under the high altar was pierced by two 
tmy arches. Behind was a tiny enclosure m which ey 7 
fitted Tlere we are.' He held the candle sideways to s ow t e 
lettermg on a coffin plate. With his spittle he tne to ru e 

name clear. _ . , 

Ththp Betagh/ he read out That was the m^\f 
buned here. He was a hedge schoolmaster wo ug e 
property and set up a school here. This' - ^ f I 

gmde - T forgot to say, is the site of the old Smock ey ^ 

where Peg Woffington used to foot it one time e ^8 S 
the site and afterwards the church was biffit on i , , 

belongs to the Protestants, so we still pay t em a 
sixty pounds a year for ground rent. Think o i „ 

hundred thousand pounds they have from us y now 
shame 1' r i. .... 

They felt hot and clammy. The candle ^e e ° ^ 
grease. They clambered out of the place, and e s 
another and another coflan. 

‘I smell putrefaction,' said Frank. 

The pnest showed them a pile of tiny coffins. 

There’s something the gas people never pu , 

dow. An explosion that wiped out a whole s urn e ^ 

TTie girl clung, homfied, to her lover She /hought of the 

young wife whose baby had to be baptized, as 
tuiy'Uttle boxes, now falling apart and umnova 
, ‘Oh !’ she cried ‘Come out, come out 

*1 want to see MacNally,’ said Frank obstinate y. ^ 



‘There you are/ 

It lay all alone m a great vault. It was unusually large because 
of the lead casmg. The wood was a fine red dust. A finger on it 
left a hole. To show them that it was of lead the pnest lacked it, 
and for bravado the young man kicked it. 

‘Come, come,' said the girl. Tm baking/ 

They went hack as they had come. The wild eyes of the mad 
soldier had not deflected from the high altar. The youth who had 
intercepted them still stood by the side door, his fimgers peaked, 
his eyes downcast. 

‘Why didn't you come at the right time?' said the priest to 
him as he passed out to the v/indy, sunny September air : outside 
the young girl waited with her baby m an old battered pram. 

Th.e pnest spoke to her more gently. ‘You should have come at 
twelve o'clock,' he said. 

‘We were late, Father,' said the girl humbly. ‘I was workin'.* 
They re-entered the presbytery and Father Peter challenged 
them to race hnn up the stairs. He took it three steps at a tune. 
He left them m the room while he went for his hat and overcoat. 
He was going to take them out for a ‘bit of fun to cdebrate'. 

They did not speak while he was away. She sat lookmg mto 
the fire and he stood by the window, lookmg over the aty A 
light or two had begun to twinkle. The roofs were melting mto 
one another Somehow, since they had met the pnest, several 
years had been added to both of them They had come upon one 
of those moments of hfe when, hke the wmter butterflies m the 
high comers, they felt the hurt of cold Breezily the pnest re- 
turned, coated, buttoned, slappmg his hands. 

‘Well, now, boys and girls, we'll see what Dublin has to offer in 
the way of hfe.' 

Meekly and slowly they followed him and on the stairs they 
groped for one another's fingers, and when they met they held 
and clutched Outside the dusk was fallen and the night air was 
blue and the water of the river held an autumn mist. \ 

While they were with him they tned hard to be gay, knd they 
delayed him when he wanted to go, and Frank even inade him 
promise to meet them m the mommg; but, once he was gone* 

^ hurried to their hotel along the quays, faster ana faster, 
eir hands clasped hke children lost in a wood. Not udtil they 
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were quite alone, and he had drawn down the wmdow bhnds, 
and closed the windows, shutting out the faint cry of a barking 
dog, did they begin to laugh; and they laughed and laughed 
over Peter, with his penny candle, until they had him turned 
mto a fat Punch like the Devil m the play. Then he closed the 
old-fashioned plush curtains so as to shut out the least glow 
from the arc lamp. They undressed hastJy. They lay beside one 
another m the dark and their passion was wdd m its unrestramt. 



S' 


The Confessional 


the wide nave the wintry evening light was faint as gloom and 
the shadows of the aisle it was like early night. There was no 
sound in the chapel but the wind blowing up from the nver 
valley, or an occasional tiny noise when a brass socket creaked 
imder the great heat of a dying flame. To the three small boys 
crouched together on a bench in the farther aisle, holding each 
other's hands, hstemng tinudly to the crying wind, stanng wide- 
eyed at the candles, it seemed odd that in such a storm the bright 
flames never moved. 

Suddenly the eldest of the three, a redheaded httle ruffian, 
whispered loudly; hut the other two, stanng at the distant face 
of the statue, silenced him with a great hiss like a breaking wave. 
In another moment the lad in the centre, crouchmg down m 
fear and gnppmg the hand on each side of him, whispered so 
quietly that they barely heard, ‘She's moving.' 

For a second or two they did not even breathe. 'Then all three 
expelled a deep sigh of disappomtment. 

It was Monday afternoon, and every Monday, as they had each 
heard teU over and over agam m their homes, Father Hanafin 
spoke with the Blessed Virgm m the grotto. Some said she came 
late at mght; some said m the early mommg before the chapel 
was opened; some said it was at the time when the sun goes 
down, but until now nobody had dared to watch. To be sure, 
Father Hanafin was not m the chapel now, but for all that the 
three httle spies had come filled with high hope. The eldest spoke 
their bitter disappomtment aloud. 

‘It’s ah. my eye,’ he said angrily. The other two felt that wh^^ 
he said was true, but they pretended to be deeply shocked 

That’s an awful thmg you said, Foxer,’ whispered the boy ^ 
the middle. 

Go away, you, Philpot I' said Foxer. 
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'Gor I I think it's a cause for confession, Foxer I’ -whispered 
Philpot again. 

It's a mortal sin, Foxer !' said the third, leaning over to say it. 

Don t you try to cod me, Cooney, or I’ll burst yer jaw I’ cried 
Foxer angrily. 

Philpot hushed them sternly and swiftly, hut the spell was 
broken. They all leaned back m the bench. 

Beside them was Father Hanafin's confession box, its worn 
purple curtain partly dra-wn back, his worn purple stole hangmg 
on a crook on the waU inside, and as Foxer gazed into the box 
with curiosity the Adversary tempted him m his heart. 

‘Come on, Cooney I’ he invited at last. ‘Come on, and I’ll hear 
yer confession.’ 

Cor I Come on,’ said Cooney, rising. 

That’s a sm,’ said Philpot, though secretly eager to sit in the 
priest’s chair. 

‘You're an awful ould Aunt Mary !’ jeered Foxer, whereupon 
all Philpot’s scruples vanished and the three scrambled for the 
confessor's seat But Foxer was there before either of them, and 
at once he swished the curtains together as he had seen Father 
Hanafin do, and put the long stole about his neck. It was so mce 
in there in the dark that he forgot his two pemtents waiting 
beyond the closed grilles on either side, and he was puttmg 
imaginary snuff into his nostrils and fhckmg imaginary specks 
of snuff from his chest when Cooney’s angry face appeared 
between the curtains. 

‘Are yeh going to hear me confession, Foxer, or are yeh not?’ 
he cned m a rage, eager for his turn to be pnest. 

‘Go back, my child,’ said Foxer aossly, and he swished the 
ourtams together again. Then, as if m spite, he leaned over to the 
opposite grille and slowly and solemnly he drew the shde and 
peered into the frightened eyes of Philpot. 

‘Tell me how long smce your last confession, my child,’ he 
said gravely 

^^^enty years,’ whispered Philpot m awe. 

|What have you done since then?’ intoned Foxer sadly. 

I stole sweets. Father. And I forgot my prayers And I cursed, 
•rather.’ 

‘You cursed I ’ thundered Foxer. ‘What curse did you say ?’ 
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1 said that our master was an ould sod. Father/ murmured 
Philpot tunidly. 

^So he IS, my child. Is there anything else?* 

'No, Father.* 

'For your penance say two hundred and forty-nine Rosaries, 
and four himdred and seventy Our Fathers, and three hundred 
and thirty-two Hail Marys. And now be a good, obedient boy. 
And pray for me, won't you? Gawd bless you, my child.* 

And with that Foxer drew the shde slowly before the small 
astomshed face. 

As he turned to the other side his hand fell on a httle box - it 
was Father HanajSn's consolation during the long hours spent m 
that stuffy confessional listening to the sins and sorrows of his 
parishioners. Foxer's awkward fingers lifted the cover and the 
sweet scent rose powerfully through the darkness as he coaxed 
the loose snuff down from the cover. Then drawing the shde on 
Cooney, he gravely inhaled a pmch and leaned his ear to the cool 
iron of the grille. 

Outside a footstep sounded on the marble floor, and peenng 
out Foxer saw the pnest walk slowly up the farther aisl^ turn 
and walk slowly down agam, his breviary held high to the slant- 
mg radiance of the Virgm's altar. 

, It's Father Hanafin,’ whispered Foxer to Cooney; and to 
Plulpot, ‘Keep qmet or we’re all mined.* 

Up and down the solemn footsteps went, and high above their 
heads in the windows of the clerestory and along the lath and 
plaster of the roof the wmd moaned and fingered the loose slates, 
and now and agam they heard the pnest murmur aloud the deep, 
open vowels of his prayer, Gaudeamus Domine, or Dorrwi^t 
Dotrune tneo, m a long breathmg sigh. 

'He’s talkmg to the Virgm,' breathed Cooney to Foxer. 

'He’s talkmg to the Virgin,’ breathed Foxer m turn to Philpob 

'Amen/ sighed the pnest, and went on his knees before the can- 
dles that shone steadily and were reflected bnlhantly in the bur- 
nished brass. 

The three spies had begun to peep from their hiding pl^^® 
when the snuff fell on Foxer’s lap and the grams began to titd* 
late his nose. In agony he held his mouth for a full mmute and 
then burst mto a funous sneeze. In astonishment the pnest 
i6z 



gazed about bim and once agam Foxer held his breath and once 
again he sneezed. At the third sneeze the priest gazed straight 
at the box. 

‘Come out !’ he said in a loud voice. ‘Come out of that box I’ 

And as the three guilty forms crept from the three portals he 
commanded again, ‘Come here T 

Awkwardly they stumbled forward through the seats, trying to 
hide behind one another, pushing and upbraidmg one another 
until they stood before hun. 

‘What were you doing in there ? ’ he asked Foxer. 

‘I was hearing their confession. Father,' trembled Foxer, and 
half raised his arm as if to ward off a blow. 

For a moment the pnest glared at hun and then he asked, ‘And 
what penance did you give?' 

‘I — I gave three hundred and thirty-two Hail Marys, Father, 
and I think it was four hundred Our Fathers, Father and two 
hundred and forty-nine Rosaries, Father.' 

‘WeU I’ pronounced the pnest in a solemn voice Go home and 
let each one of ye say that penance three tunes over before nine 
o'clock tomorrow morning.' 

Stumbhng over one another's heels the three crept down the 
dark aisle and crushed out through the green baize door and into 
the fallmg night that was tom by the storm The street lamps 
■were ht and under one of these they halted and looked at each 

other, angry and crestfallen. . 

TMine hundred and ninety Hail Marys!' wailed Plulpot, an 
Cooney squared up to Foxer with clenched fists. 

"Yerrah !' said Foxer. ‘It's all a cod !' j u 

And he raced suddenly away to his supper, foUowe y e 
shouts and feet of the other two. 



Mother Matilda’s Book 


In their starched and pointed coifs, beakhke, their winged blue 
sleeves, their skirts pouched about them like balloons, the sisters 
of Saint John of the Cross look for all the world hke geese. As 
they talk, their cowls slew about in the air. They move as if on 
casters. 

But, in her heyday. Mother Matilda simply was a goose. She 
was shapeless as a ball of fur; she clucked and stuttered - her 
teeth never fitted her - and as the smiling novices hopped about 
her, she was forever wavmg her hands up and down m the air as 
if she were wmgmg water through the air, from the tips of her 
little fat hands. And as m her youth she had been a goose, in her 
years she was a wretched httle goshng. Her clothes hung from 
her, she had developed a dropped eyehd, her cowl fell over her 
bhnd eye, her voice was a pip cough. When she slept in the sun, 
with her breath commg m gusts through her mouth, her face red 
with sim and sleep, her bibulous coif, and her teeth sinkmg slowly 
down to her lower hp, she was a picture nobody m the convent, 
least of all the novices over whom she once held power, cared to 
look at. She was become one of those pensioners of rehgion that 
you find m every convent, and whose domgs are a constant 
worry to their house. She was come to that stage when the new 
reverend mother - the third since her day — began to conspire 
vdth the sisters agamst her; as she had m her time conspired 
against the pensioners above m the graveyard. 

Daily they gossiped about her, lookmg over their shoulders lest 
she should come on them ima wares; they said, noddmg many 
tunes over it, that she was a dear old soul, everyone m the con- 
vent knew that. But after all (we get old, and she can't help it, 
poor dear), this latest habit of losmg her teeth was too much, 
^^y, you might walk on them I An.d Sister Emnce said that if 
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she straightened Mother Matilda’s coif once a day, she straight- 
ened it twenty tunes. And Sister Agnes whispered behuid their 
hacks that It was a pity she dropped tea on her gimp. And Sister 
Ignatius th^t in her red, country face with the two buckteeth, 
and cn^ that yesterday as she was walking by the oratory with 
rather Kennedy they almost fell over her legs, where she had 
them stretched out right in front of her like a man, and she sit- 
ting on the grassbank snormg like a trooper They aU laughed at 
that, but Mother John sighed impatiently and hushed them away 
to then: tasks. They were no help to her. 

Then as she stood in the green distempered hall and looked up 
at the portrait of their foundress, her eye fell on the list of 
Mothers of This House framed beneath it There was Matilda's 
name, and two other names after it, and then, last of all, her own 
^ name. Mother John O'Connell Poor old Matilda had mscribed 
that list herself, m a firm unaal hand with grotesque Celtic 
capitals - she had been drawing mistress m her day; and, as the 
name Mother John O'Connell showed - clear and soft and flow- 
- mscnbed only a few months ago, she had not yet lost her 
skill. Mother John noted all that; but she noted, too, with a 
ttle start of fright, the date beside the first name of all. In five 
years' time that house of the North Abbey would be seventy-five 
years m existence. At once she turned and went s milin g m search 

of Matilda. 


She found her telling her beads in a shady comer, sheltenng 
from the summer sun and wmd. She straightened her coif and, 
olding her hand, led the talk to the history of the order. From 
nieir nook the city roofs fell mto the vaUey, hung there m a 
swaying hammock of smoke. From the near back yards, with the 
shuts and shifts drying in the wmd, and the cries of the lane 
children and the mothers calhng them at the top of their voices, 
Oat aerial plain narrowed out and up to the farthest smoke nm 
ooyond. There they could barely see another piece of churchyard 
the second house of Samt John of the Cross - the South 

Abbey 


Do you reahze. Mother,' said Mother John, That m five years' 
0 It Will be the jubilee of this house ?' 

^0,' said Mother Matilda. 

0 must begin to prepare for it,* said Mother John. 
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At the word we Matilda looked up with a faint hope; then she 
said humbly : 

‘Indeed, you must, Mother/ 

Quickly John began to talk about their foundress, the wealthy 
and charitable spinster Georgina Tinsely, whose people had 
made their money out of sweet Kerry butter and hved, through 
the last century, in the North Abbey. That was her portrait m 
the hall, a sharp, long-jawed face, shadowed by its failed coif. 
Mother John began to complain that m spite of the interdictions 
of generations of reverend mothers, the frame beneath was worn 
shapeless by ‘the lanes* about. 

Tear after year,* she wailed, ‘they, rub their dirty fingers on the 
wood. I even saw a woman scraping off a piece of gilt the other 
day and blessing herself with it. As if it were Holy Water or a bit 
of the True Cross I* 

‘Ah, wisha, sure,* soothed Matilda, ‘it*s no wonder. She did 
great work for them.* 

‘They don’t do it m the South Abbey,* said John, looking 
aaoss at it. 

‘She didn’t live in the South Abbey,* said Matilda. 

‘She founded it,* said John. 

T/eU, in a way she did,* said Matilda, ‘but it was her sister 
gave her wealth to it.* 

Gabbhng away, while John listened cutely, she began to trace 
the spread of the order all over Ireland, recalhng how a third 
house had been founded by a convert, how a parish priest in 
Kmsale had asked for a fourth, because he wanted free schools 
for the soldiers* children, how a bishop gave land for a fifth near 
Cashel, and how the order had prayed mght and day when a law* 
smt was bemg fought to get money for a sixth. 

I often heard Mother Mary, God rest her,* said Matilda, ‘tell 
a out the novenas they said that time. If we lost that case we’d 

e eggared for the next fifty years, aye, and longer I * 

looked at her - she was a bnght old woman yet, she 

oug t Yes, she could do it ail nght. And if she didn’t, what 
narm was done. 

ordered, and she straightened the drop- 

co once more, ‘you shall write the history of the North 
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Abbey and the order. The book will be hke the Book of Kells It 
must be ready for the jubilee, and every house in the country wiU 

see It and pnde m it/ , • 

She rose and looked down smilingly at the old pensioner. 

Matilda, hke an old cat rejoicmg m a sudden wave of sunshine, 
had stuck out her tongue between her teeth and was gazmg over 
the aty and the hills beyond. She clapped her little hands and 
waved the tiny sausages of fingers up and down m the air. Ihen 

her hands fell and she sighed. , . , n • j 

TU begm it. Mother. But Til never hve to see the jubilee, mmd 

^ Tou’!! hve to see the centenary,^ laughed Mother John, as she 
raced away, dehghted with her plan. 


For the first couple of years Matilda did quite w^ at the 
history. She got a huge veUum book, bound m too ^ » 

book so huge and heavy that she always had a novice esi e er 
hft and move it. (This was part of Mother John's cunning i 
gave her an excellent excuse for puttmg a war er over 
nun.) With the most perdurable inks, of scarlet an 
gall black, with Chinese white and tiny ^cps o go , 
framed each small block of handwriting. She wo ^ t 
month tracing out the convolutions of the pat ^ , 

she bedded her capitals, peermg at them for ours 
magnifymg glass held out by the tremblmg han o 
She copied these designs from Irish manuscnpts o e 
eleventh centuries, the great penod of manusmp 
and she expended so much patience m ma g 
ammals brilliant and ghttenng, after their long ^ 
their own deformities, that by the time she a ^ 

on the book and covered twenty years unfiiushed 

convent of the order that had not bonow Nobody 

manuscript, to show it to their sisters and p 

cared now if she snored over her work, or ^ thmes m the 

neck, or t£ ahe mislaid her teeth For she did 

pnvacy of her ceU, and if she escaped to do them elsewhere they 

could chide the novice to their hearts' content 
Alas I, She then grew dl and her eyes b 
the grew weary of her work. She bad copi 



esting pieces of illumination and she grew perverse and head- 
strong and began to invent designs for herself. But they were 
always the same hnd of thing - vines twined about a trellis 
with bunches of purple grapes and great vine leaves wander- 
mg mto the body of the text. A little later on she ceased to 
make capitals, and her round uncial declined mto a ragged 
minuscule, from that into an angular running hand, and lastly 
into a childish typescnpt of her own. Because she was too lazy 
to rule her page it sloped out of the horizontal. There were j 
several enors m spelling and the leaves were often smudged. 

It grew so bad that by the time Mother Philomena succeeded 
Mother John the book could no longer be sent out of the North 
Abbey. They tned to suggest to her that she was tired and should 
allow somebody else to fimsh the book, for by now it had become, 
in their minds, a prized possession of the house. They would 
cluster over her as she worked, sighmg at one another behind her 
back, while the novice stared at them all with a stony face, or 
looked at the old nun as one might look at a strange ammal. Or 
they would hint that she needed more hght; or one of them 
would lend her a ruler that was ‘mcer than her own’; or the more | 
darmg ones brought new pieces of illummated work that they 
^thought she might like to get ideas from.’ She would just raise 
her fat face with the greying moustaches and smile her thanks 
and go on ruining the book. 

With the approach of the j'ubilee the last step was reached. She 
humed and scurried over the page like a rabbit, scarcely seeing 
what she wrote. Her vines became leafless; their staffs sagged; 
the grape bunches were either pills or big as omons. She did not 
even notice if her sleeve suddenly swept a whole page into a mist. 

But that was not the worst of it. She talked of nothing but the 
jubilee day. Clackmg her teeth like an enraged monkey, she would 
peer up suddenly at the novice through the thick lenses of her 
spectacles and cry ; 

I thmk we ou^t to exhibit it m the chapel 1’ 

Then she would turn the half-filled page, with a stuttermg; 
tremulous : 

, ‘^ere did I leave off? Whatlast? Whatlast?’ 

h jump up and, wrapping her glasses in her sleeve, 

0 e off to search out the new reverend mother - Philomena. 
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The hall, Mother," she would grin That"s the best place. I 
just thought of it. lu the hall ! Can I show it m the hall?" 

Whereupon Philomena, who was a shrev/ish city v/oinan with a 
cocked nose and a lisp, would see his Lordship stooping in 
amazement over the childish efforts of the old nun, or the visiting 
mothers s milin g sweetly at her and telhng her what a great v/ork 
the mother house had done for the order, and how well they 
could understand now why the book was kept from them during 
the last three years. 

‘No, dear," snapped Philomena - red to the summit of her nose 
- ‘it IS a very bad place. Do straighten your cowl, Mother dear. 
What? In the hall? In everybody's way • Sister Agnes !" she calls 
out to a nun flitting by. ‘You know, dear, you have no nght to 
be . . 

So she leaves the old pensioner drooping like a broken plant, 
and that afternoon three separate sisters come privately to her to 
tell her that ‘poor Mother Matilda is weeping all alone m the 
oratory and will not leave it for anybody." 

‘Why,’ she implores Mother John (already smking to the stage 
of pensioner herself), ‘why did you ever suggest to that poor soul 
to wnte a history of the order?" 

'Oh!' cnes John. ‘How can you be so hard on the old dear? 
Why, the whole convent knows she is a bom samt. Please, 
Mother, let me tell her you will exhibit the book somewhere ' 

TeU her anything you like," cried Philomena. ‘This jubike 
be the death of me " 

And before she could retract her promise, off goes John to 
fetch the senbe, and off goes Philomena to conspire against the 
P3ir of them From her office wuidow she could see them, a few 
minutes later, co min g hand in hand do^vn the rosary, Matilda 
shinmg like a moon, as she unwrapped her glasses to add a ftv/ 
more smudges and a few more monstrous grapes to her inanu* 
senpt. 

It was the reverend mother, as usual, that settled tlie probkiu 
She took Matilda aside and told her she had made special ar 
^gements for the book. They would have a lectern suit up from 

North Cathedral They would drape it m purple ^avcr. She 
t^uld have candles about it and flowers. They \\ouid gi'-e iitr 
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the best room in the school, where everybody could see it in 
comfort. 

The result was that the novice watched in terror while Matilda 
madly filled page after page, composing now as she went, mafang 
the most loving personal remarks about everybody in the con- 
vent, down to the new washerwoman, whose steam was even 
then rising from the basement. 

‘A most praiseworthy and Chnstian woman,’ read the novice 
over her shoulder. 'She is marned, we are informed on the best 
authority, to the most disgraceful . . .’ 

'Disgraceful^’ popped Matilda back at the novice, while her 
hand made impatient circles over the page. 'What else is he V 

'Mother, I don’t know him !’ wailed the novice. 

'Oh ! What else? What else? Disgraceful? What else could he 
be?’ 

Her hand raced on. 

*. . . and disreputable drunkard of a man She has ten children, 
she tells us, all by different husbands. But the hand of God has 
watched over her and lighted her a way out of the . . 

‘The what?’ she cries. The v/hat?’ 

T don’t know, Mother !’ 

'What do you get ht out of? What ? What ?’ 

'. . . pit !’ writes the hand. 

Tit of what?’ she cries again. 'Of what?’ 

'. . . imquity,’ writes the hand, while the novice groans and tells 
her beads. 

They finished the book so late on the eve of the jubilee day that 
Matilda was too exhausted to question if anybody would ever 
come to the geography room to see her masterpiece. It was three 
stories up, and all that evening they tramped up and down stairs, 
carrymg flowers and candles, and bickering with other nuns who 
wanted the same flowers and candles for something else. 

They barely had the room and the book prepared as the first 
guests arrived the following morning. The lawns were green 
after a providential mght of showers and a morning of bummg 
sun. The Chmese lanterns barely swayed on their strmgs and the 
tablecloths barely flapped a lazy wing imder the jelhes and the 
teacups and the cones of sweet cake. The gentle 
had cleared the aty roofs of smoke and the clouds were 
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^ building castles in tlie air. The two nuns, the old nun and the 
young novice, remained for hours watchmg the green grow black 
with priests as if a flock of crows had alighted there and were 
peckmg on the lawn They all had shmy tall hats; a neat circle 
of white cuff on every "wnst; here and there a warm ribbon of 
scarlet marked out a canon or a dean. 

Then his Lordship came with Mother Philomena on his right 
and her second-m-charge on his left, and the Mistress of Novices 
accompamed his secretary behmd As he passed through the 
crowd of clergy and lay people, he was hke some giant walkmg 
^ through a field of rushes, at every step they sank before him 
on a half knee Then he went mdoors and the two nuns flut- 
tered about their book and ht the candles and tipped the 
flowers 

But he did not come to their room — and no priest came to 
their room, and through the hvelong day nobody came Until, 
i several hours after limch. Mother John managed to round up two 
' giggling schoolgirls who looked and blushed at one another, and 
were heard gigglmg louder than ever as soon as they got outside 
the door John had tried hard (so she whispered to the novice), 
but Philomena had her cohorts so well deployed that it was 
impossible to get anybody even as far as the door of the 
school. 

Then, from their window perch, the novice suddenly saw a 
friend of stdl earher novitiate days entermg with the reverend 
mother of the Kilcrea house After bemg cooped up in that room 
all day, far from the fun and exatement below, her flesh weak- 
ened and she ran to seek her. (Tust for one minute. Mother dear, 
you won't go away, will you, his Lordship might come? ) It was 
ten minutes, however, before she did find her, and then, hand m 
hand, the two young nuns went wandenng under the lilacs by 
the gardener’s shed, pressmg one another’s fegers under cover of 
their long sleeves, and smilmg foohshly, as if they were both a 
httle tipsy, and sometimes pausing to kiss when they recalled 
some particularly happy mormng in Kilcrea They were so full 
of ]oy that they lost all sense of tune. 

Left to herself, Matilda blew out the candles and v/andered 
down, painfully, step by step, to the mam parlour, and from that 
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nuns ittina P’' to worn. One or Im 

peenmo m T common room, aid 

etS^r totofortably, sipping tea or none or smokmg ogar 
at her '?hp tliree nuns there, but though they stared 

old Father A/T With a httle croak of joy she had spied 

So™ A"?" “t '" rr • '■”* f“ 
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came forwar^anH^^ pomted her out to him and with dehght he 

who had been ^ kearty, rude-faced man 

the sea ^ small parish twenty years before m a village 

and a kind "f ^^ers stood out of his e® 

each cheek bv ^ wilderness of white hair was stopped c 
pipe. He hnw«,i ^ i^azor. He was the only priest there smokmg 
while over everv^? flattered her, and they talked for 

God-r^tir^^^ It was one long htan 

forward to iriPPf^i, *“ until his curate came hy and he was le 

'InteLtm^T^'" “ PaAer Mulligan, 

commemoratpit ™“y"“Pd the curate humbly. 'It should h 

TJienexTtb t ' 

talk about her ^ sudden fall in the clamoui 

calling on th^°^ bstening to old Father Mul- 

^y' the health nf dnnk in wine, whiskey, or good strong 

‘And she^s sm f Abbey, 

tory of the order nf% ^ ^7 ^^7* She has completed the bis- 
‘History of the Cross.^ ^ ' 

‘flluminated hke ^ormured with mterest. 

00 exhibition m th^ ^°ok of Kells,' palpitated Matilda. Tds 

and see it ’ geography room and I wish you'd all come 

ket s all go ajjfi , 

nuns looked at one Mulligan, while the three 

‘■riiis way.' “y “ ^°™r. 

P^g ^ep, unable, i^ her ^^onning round and round hke a 

toe. she door. 

^found at them in fright ^ mouth and stared 
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■ ^What's wrong, Mother?’ asked the curate in his miserable, 
whinmg, too-humble voice. 

Tviy teeth,’ wailed Matilda. I’ve lost my teeth I think I had 
them in my hand when I came into the common room.’ 

Tefs find them,’ cried a merry httle man with a bush of 
curly hair. 

He had drunk just a shade too much Beaune in the wine tent. 

‘A search I A search I ’ he cried. 

Whereupon they aU began to wave their hands m the air and 
hft cushions and flowerpots, and, stoppmg, they raised their be- 
hinds before armchairs and peeped under settees, and they opened 
cupboards that they should not have opened, while the three 
nuns fled for Philomena and her cohorts, and above aU for the 
wretched novice who had allowed Matdda to escape. 

‘Lost I A row of delft 1 ' cried Curly Mop 

‘Aurora’s pearls,’ said the classical scholar. 

‘Upper or lower?’ teased Father Mulhgan, while Matilda m a 
comer searched herself all over. 

The fun and scurry was at its height when his Lordship en- 
tered, ushered m by Philomena’s second-m-charge. 

‘Oh, my!’ he said m his gentle coimtry brogue that broke 
every word into an iambic sigh. ‘0-oh, m-my !’ 

‘It’s Mother Matilda,’ explamed Father Mulligan’s curate m a 
sad voice, dropping his agarette behmd him where a fnend 
deftly crushed it under his toe. ‘She has mislaid her denture,’ he 
went on, and he said it hke a naughty schoolboy, lookmg up at 
the bishop under his fair eyebrows. 

‘Oh, my !' groaned his Lordship sympathetically. 

‘And who,’ he croaked m his graveyard voice, that with time 
had become gentle and slow, because nobody had ever dared to 
mterrupt him, ‘who may Mother Matilda be ?’ 

‘She IS Father Mulligan’s fnend,’ said the curate wickedly, 
as if he were saying, ‘It’s poor old MuUigan at it agam, mi- 
lord.’ 

But Father Mulligan did not mind He led her forward 

‘The oldest sister of the order,’ he said ‘The doyenne of the 
abbey ’ 

Matilda dropped on her two knees and kissed the extended 
ruby, once, twice, three tunes 
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‘Once for a man/ murmured the curate under his breath, 
‘twice for a woman, three times for a fool/ 

‘Well, well I' smiled his Lordship, and the first ‘well" was 
up m a tree, and the second ‘well" was as deep as a welL ‘Well, 
well 1" 

‘Give me your blessing, your Lordship," pleaded Matilda. 

His hand wavered it over her crooked coif. The pnests gath- 
ered near, away from the wineglasses, and watched with mterest. 

‘I hope, my child," smiled the bishop, ‘that you will have many 
more long and happy years." 

The face of Philomena appeared in the door, behind it a bunch 
of dismayed faces peeping over her shoulder. 

‘Dear Mother Matilda," greeted Philomena, coming forward. ‘I 
hear Sister Kieran left you It was naughty of her." 

She smiled at the bishop and led Kieran fonvard. 

‘Sister Kieran wants to show you a pigeon"s egg," she went on 
to Matilda. 

The roimd face of the httle novice was pale as a mushroom. 

‘A lovely httle pigeon"s blue and white spotted egg," she bab- 
bled, ‘such a lovely little egg, come and see it." 

Matdda looked blankly at her. 

‘Go," croaked his Lordship, and he s milin gly patted Matilda"s 
arm, ‘go and see the pigeon"s egg I" 

‘It"s green with blue spots on it," said the novice eagerly. ‘It"s 
marvellous I IPs lovely I" 

She led her charge out and away down the comdor. She almost 
dragged her in her haste. 

‘But my teeth," waded Matdda, stumbling after her. ‘And the 
book " 

‘In the geography room," said Kieran. Tou left them there, 
maybe." 

And the book?" waded Matdda. ‘They are coming to see the 
book." 

‘You left that m the geography room, too. We must hght the 
candles Hurry. Hurry." 

Matdda was pantmg before she reached the room. Whde 

erau ht the candles she drew her breath at the window. From 
bishop go out mto the garden and then down 

® cy to the mam gate. The priests, like cockchafers, flowed 
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in his wake. Matilda said nothing, hut her coif slewed after them 
as they passed out of sight. 

The rumble of the evening of the aty came to her, and near 
at hand a mother calling loudly to her child. A gentle mist was 
begmmng to fall and Matilda lost herself m gazmg out through 
that shimmer of haze. The novice was lookmg at the flame of a 
candle, and her eyes were soft and her mouth trembling. She 
smvelled. 

‘He’s a lovely priest,’ said Matilda suddenly. ‘And he gave me 
his blessmg. But,’ she gulped, ‘he never saw the book.’ 

Suddenly she notic^ the tears m the novice's eyes. 

‘Never mind, dear. We’ll show the book another day,’ en- 
couraged the old nun. 

‘It isn’t that,’ wept the novice, who was thinking of her little 
fnend m Kilcrea. ‘But Sister Mary Michael is - is - is as thin as 
a latch ’ 

And she wept openly at the thought that her fnend might die. 

For a moment Matilda tned to understand, but then she began 
to pick at her back tooth and look over the misted roof and her 
eyes, once more enlarged with her own httle gnef, went grey 
with the hght of the falling ram. 

‘Ja-a-a-ame I’ screamed the mother below in the lane ‘Come 
ho-o-a-ame ! I’ll give you lamb-and-sally when I ca-a-a-atch yeh I 
Ja-a-a-a-ame !’ 

Famtly m the distance a child’s voice replied Then they 
heard, far away, the rumble of the town One by one the novice 
extinguished the candles and led the old nun down to the babbie 
of the refectory for her supper As she had not found her teeth, 
however, she could eat nothmg. So she spent the whole hour 
looking before her and hstenmg vacantly to the nuns taUang of 
the exatement of the day. 



One True Friend 


The lonely woman was as big a . . . No I I won't say it. Twasn’t 
a very kind thing I was going to say. And I suppose that’s the 
way God made her. And, as the old joker said, we’re all as God 
made us - and some of us worse. But I will say this about her, 
and her own sons often said it - and ’twas they gave her the 
name of the lonely woman — she was (if you v/iU pardon my say- 
ing so) a damn nmsance. Mind you, she was a good soul - a good, 
pious, kmdly, Christian soul. But she was a nuisance. Her trouble 
was that she really was lonely, and she was always complaining 
about how lonely she was, but she would never do anything about 
it because, so I iSrmly believe, she liked bemg lonely. 

Where she lived, of course, was no fit place for any Christian to 
hve. She hved in her old rooky-rawky of a house over a tinsmith’s 
shop, where she’d hved since she was first married, and where 
she’d brought up her family, and where her husband was earned 
out on the flat of his back, but where now - for she had let her 
extra rooms, one by one, to the tinsmith downstairs — you heard 
nothing all day long but the tinny hammering, a tic-tac-too, tic- 
tac-too that would drive anybody mad. And what kind of a 
house was it, where you smelled nothing but boiling solder from 
mommg to mght? 

Her sons were always at her to leave it and she’d say, T know I 
ought to leave it. I know it’s no place for a lonely woman like 
me Nobody to hand me as much as a drop of cold water if I got a 
stitch in the middle of the night, or maybe an appendicitis. But 
sure where can I go?’ 

'oif' say then, Tvlother, come and hve with us 1’ 

, no ! she’d say then. ‘Oh, no ! Is it go and hve with a 
uaughter-in-law? Hal Cock ’em up with comfort ’Tisn t 
0 ler-m-laws they want. Oh, no I Nobody wants a poor lonely 

old woman hke me.’ 
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And then her sons would persuade her, and their wives would 
persuade her, and perhaps, after a lot of persuading, she would 
agree, and they would go home and get a room ready for her. She 
would change her mind during the night. Not that they blamed 
her. Her little kitchen was her palace, and she was the queen of 
It She had her cup and her saucer, and her knife and her fork, 
and she could come when she liked and go when she hked And 
if It was a bit silent there at mght, when there wasn’t a sound 
from the aty, and not a sound in the house but the mice scrab- 
bhng downstairs in the dustbm, or the tap dnppmg, well, she 
had other thmgs. She had company of her own kmd. She would 
sit lookmg mto the fire in the range, her eyes lost m the great 
distance of her love for her dead husband, her dead sisters, or the 
samts. Her sons had each, at one time or another, seen her like 
that, and as they would look about them at their childhood home 
picked to the bone, they would find that even m the middle of 
the day th^ busy, hammering house would cease to exist, and the 
httle aty streets would drop away Lookmg at her, and hearmg 
her gentle sigh, how could anyone say to her then, as they so often 
said on other occasions, Tvlother, why the blazes don’t you try to 
make some friends?’ — not seemg her glance up with a smile at 
Samt Francis, and Samt Franas smihng back. 

Then one day, one August second, to be prease, out of the 
blue, lo and behold, she wrote to one of her sons that she had 
just met a very mce woman. It had apparently happened when 
she was domg the Ins and Outs. The Ins and Outs is a devotion 
where you pay as many visits as possible to a church on the feast 
called Portumcula. You go m one door, and say a prayer, and 
come out another, and that counts as a visit Then you go back, 
say another prayer,, come out, and that is a second visit, and so 
on until weariness defeats the pious heart. Mrs Moore was doing 
this, very contentedly, when she suddenly noticed a young girl m 
a red beret passmg qmetly from one Station of the Cros^o 
Mother She smiled happily, and went on with her prayers. e 
church was warm with imprisoned sunhght and the candles on 
the altar drank m the air. The hot gladioh consumed theiMelves 
among the consmmng hghts. Peace and comfort feU on the old 
^ady, and when the girl slipped m beside her on the bench she 
^ about to put out her hand to stroke the child’s head when 
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she saw the girhs fingers creep along the bench, take her purse, 
and disappear. The next thing was the girl running up the aisle. 
Mrs Moore ran after her. The girl ran faster. The old woman 
called on her to stop. The worshippers stood up and looked at 
them. The girl dropped the purse in the hall and ran amoss 
the street - where she was nearly killed by a bus - and the 
lonely woman fainted. When she woke up she was m the sacristy, 
and a lady whom she had often seen before was giving her a glass 
of water. 

TouTe all right now, Mrs Moore,^ said the lady. 

‘How well you know my name,' she whispered. 

‘Oh, sure, we all know Mrs Moore,' said the lady. ‘Is there a 
church in the city that doesn't know you? Sure, you hve in the 
churches.' 

‘It's my only company,' she sighed. 

‘A holy woman,' said the lady. ‘We know you as well as we 
know the priests. My name is Mrs Calvert.' 

‘What a shockmg thing to happen 1 ' 

Tnghtful,’ said Mrs Calvert. ‘EspeaaUy when you think the 

gul was so yoimg. Think of the condition of her soul 1' 

‘We must do somethmg about it,' said the lonely woman. 

At once the two old ladies became as friendly m that common 

cause as if they had been fnends all their hves. They toddled 

across the street to the dairy where Mrs Calvert lived, and each 

had a glass of m i lk . If anybody had looked m through the open 

door and seen them or if anybody had heard them, he would have 

said that they were sisters. It turned out that they were ahke m 

every thing ^except what didn’t matter. They were both widows. 

Their famihes were scattered. They both hved alone. Each was 

the kmd of woman who teUs the time by the toUmg of the 

church beUs Mrs Moore hated the noise of the tinsmith. Mrs 

Calvert was waked every mormng by the clank of chums. And 

the smeU of boihng solder is not mce, neither' is the smell of 

sour milk and cow manure. Nothing distingmshed them except 

at, ^ they laughingly said, one of them swore by Samt Francis 

^ t e other swore by Samt Peter in Chains. After a while» 

a g^ttmg up to go, it was a case of : 

UMv f ^oore, that we know each other, won't you 

pray tor me 
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'Oh, Mrs Calvert, how can you say that? It is you who must 
pray for me.’ 

'Now, now, Mrs Moore, you know you’re a saint anointed.’ 

‘Ah, Mrs Calvert, that’s all you know. I’m a sinner A wicked 
sinner. But when I look at you, I say to myself, "If there was 
ever a soul with the mark of salvation on her, it’s Mrs Calvert.” ’ 

'Now, Mrs Moore, it’s not kmd of you to flatter a wicked per- 
son You must pray for me every day. I need it badly.’ 

‘Mrs Calvert, we’U pray for one another.’ 

When she had come home from this happy adventure the 
lonely woman met a strange man on her doorstep. 

‘Am I speaking to Mrs Moore ?’ he said pohtely. 

'How well you know my name,’ she said, 

‘Oh,’ he sniiled, 'sure, we all know Mrs Moore.’ 

‘Really?’ she said, very pleased, very grand, but very humble. 
*A poor lonely woman like me that I thought nobody knew I ’ 

He laughed at that. 

‘Now,’ he said, ‘I believe you had a purse snatched from you 
^s mormng?’ 

‘Oh ? And who told you that?’ 

‘A friend of yours.’ 

‘A friend of mine ? WTio on earth can that be ? ’ 

‘She gave her name as Mrs Calvert. She rang up the pohce 
station a quarter of an hour ago. I’m a pohce detective, and I 
must investigate the matter We’ve had a lot of these complamts 
recently. Mrs Calvert said you’d recogmze this girl. Is that right? 

‘You mean would I know her again? I’d know her pamted 

‘Hne 1 Now, I’ll tell you what I’ll do. If I have a motor car here 
at your very door, tomorrow morning, will you come down to the 
Bridewell, and if we have that girl there will you recognize her? 

^^■o-oh, n-CKK) I’ said Mrs Moore 'I couldn’t do that! 

And she began a long, long rigmarole that went on for half an 
hour about how she never went out except to go to the church, 
and how she could never go down there, behmd the old-clothes’ 
Diarket, to the BndeweU, where aU the drunks are put every 
^Sht, and how she really never did go anywhere, and how her 
sons Were always at her to go out more and make friends, and 
^hat a lonely life she had, and how it would be far better if she 
go out, and all about how she used to go out long ago with 
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her husband, and all about her sisters, and her daughters-in-law, 
and he listened with the endless curiosity of the bom detective, 
and the endless patience of a man whose spirit is broken from 
deahng with women, and he kept on talking about that motor 
car, and how she would drive across the aty, and be driven back 
agam, until, gradually, his tempting began to win out. She 
began to see herself m the car. She liiought how she would tell 
her sons about it. She yielded. Off he went, wiping his brow, 
exhausted but victorious. 

But she did not yield in her mind. At the back of her head, 
there was a feelmg that everything was not quite nght. However, 
her sons had always told her that she was much too suspicious, 
and that she would make many more friends if she were less 
suspicious, so she shoved it down and tried to forget all about' 
it. 

The following morning she went to the Bndewell in the car, 
and though her old heart began thumping at the sight of the 
room the detective took her to, and the handcuffs hangmg up, 
and all the pohce with their collars open, she did exactly as sh^ 
was told. She went in and looked at the line-up and came out and 
said, ‘Yes. She was there. The fifth girl from the end, m the red 
beret.’ She was so happy at having done this that she did not 
pay a great deal of attention to what else they told her, and she 
was home, after a nde agam in the car, before it dawned on her 
what exactly they had told her. Then she realized that she would 
have to go to the district court, and get up, before everybody, m 
the witness box and swear that this was the girl. At that she sat 
down and shook all over. The girl's relatives would see her. 
Rough lane people. Her father, her brother, her mother would 
accost her m the street and abuse her. 

Oh 1 she gasped. ‘The clever woman ! She knew that she 
^ght be called on to identify the girl. That was why she sent the 
elective to me Oh, the gmle ! The guile and cleverness of some 
^ple I And me, a poor, lonely old woman I What a thing to do 

woman the like of me I’ 

ereupon she clapped her hat on her head, and v/ith her 
w te air flying m the wind she went back to the BndeweU, and 
nought out the detective and said to him : 

ma e a mistake It was the wrong girl. I remember now. My 



head is getting addled. Fm so old I don't know what I do be say- 
ing. You must forget all about it.' 

And even though that man was a patient man, and knew how 
to handle women, he could not budge her; not with pleadmg, 
begging, imploring, even threatenmg, not even when he sat down 
on one of the iron-legged stools and growled at her like a tiger. 

‘Oh, no I' said the lonely woman. Tm not able for the world at 
all. Fm all alone by myself, and I can't be up to the clever and 
calculatmg people that are in it. Let the wise and clever Mrs 
Calvert do it this time - the brave and gallant Mrs Calvert, with 
her Samt Peter m Chains, and her “Pray for me, Mrs Moore ! 

And she told him about her lonely hfe, and her sisters, and her 
dead husband, and her sons, and her daughters-m-law, and he 
listened, and then he said : 

Tou know ! Mrs Calvert is going to identify the girl for us. 
She promised me today that she would. You’re "ponging her It s 
just that she wants you to keep her company As she says herself, 
she IS of a very nervous disposition and a melancholy turn of 
mmd,' 


‘Nervous?' cried Mrs Moore. ‘I'm five and forty times as ner- 
vous as her 1 What right has she to be nervous and she hvmg over 
a dairy? Not like a poor, wretched, abandoned creature like me, 
hvmg with a ha mm ering m my ears all day long - a boozmg an 

a wookmg would addle a samt.' . , , 

And off she went agam about her sons and her 
husband and her daughters-m-law, but it was all to m 
against the fact that she had been wrongmg Mrs Calvert, ana 
that her suspicious mind — against which her so^ so o 
warned her - had led her astray- At the same tune, the detective, 
m his mgratiatmg country brogue, kept talkmg a ut t e rar an 
dnvi and once nZ Wore she ng^y 
was domg, she yielded, and before she could c '•g® ’ 

he fled from her and took two double whiskeys at his own 


Next morning there was Mrs Calvert smiling sweedy , 
t, as a It ivas her bag that was snatched, an ^ ^ 

™ed the car, and as^ the detective was her “ 

was she who had planned it all. They started off, and the ti 
4 ladies chatted the whole way. They enjoyed the sun, and 
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CTowds, and the traffic, and whenever they saw anybody they 
knew walking along the streets they waved whether the people 
saw them or not. They said they were doing the nght thing, and 
the girl would be thankful m the end, and the church would be 
thanlcful, and the dty ought to be thankful, and by the time they 
had said all that, they were being ushered together into the room 
with the handcuffs hanging on the wall and the bare stools and 
the pohcemen with their collars open as always. 

They went m together. Side by side, very pale, Mrs Moore and 
Mrs Calvert walked up and down before the row of suspects, 
and sure enough, they saw the bag snatcher staring up at them as 
bold as brass. They said nothing; they were not supposed to until 
they came out; but when they came out they said nothing either. 
At this, the detective, very much surprised, challenged them : 

"Well ? Ye did recognize her 1 1 saw ye did ! * 

The two pious old ladies gave one anther short glances, and the 
lonely woman whispered : 

""'Xffiat would you say, Mrs Calvert?^ 

Thd you recognize her, Mrs Moore?" murmured the other, 
shakmg from head to foot, and with her mouth in a twisty smile 
like a woman with palsy. 

T was wondering, Mrs Calvert, what you would say," the lonely 
woman rephed, her two httle fists tightly clutched. 

Took here I" put in the detective. ‘After all my trouble, don’t 
tell me ye’re gomg to let me down again ? " 

‘Oho ! You can’t be up to the cleverness of the world nowa- 
days !’ said the lonely woman. 

‘You have been very mce about everything," Mrs Calvert said, 

turmng to him. ‘It was a lovely motor drive. I enjoyed it very 
much." 

The detective gazed at them first the one shut mouth, and then 

the other. He saw them looking at him pityingly. 

I imderstand," he growled. ‘If you went in first, you’d say 

TTo, and leave it to the other. And if you went in first, you'd 

^ ‘No, and leave it to her. Oh, ye’re a lovely pair, by the hohes I 

That she may rob yeer mangy sowls from ye at the Day of Judge- 
ment!’ j j 

He let them walk home. It was a hot day, and the two ladies 
ere woon tired. They did not speak to each other as they walked 
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across the aty. They were so exhausted that they passed ti.vo 
churches without stopping to go m. At last, they came to their 
own parish church, and at the entrance they separated, bowing to 
each other without a look or a word They went into the cool 
dunness of the church, each to her separate comer, and presently 
the two grey heads were drooping piously and the familiar beads 
of prayer dropped from their hps The lonely woman looked up 
at Saint Franas, and the other looked up at Saint Peter m 
Chains. Cautiously, now and again, each looked across tlie nave 
when the other was not looking, and then she would turn back, 
■wth a sigh of trust and happmess, to look up again at her one 
true fnend. 



The Man Who Invented Sin 


In our youth when we used to pour into the mountains to learn 
Irish, places that were lonely and silent for the rest of the year 
became full of gaiety during the summer months. Every day there 
were picmcs and expeditions; every night there were dances, 
moonhght boatmg parties, smgsongs in the cottages. The village 
street became a crowded promenade; its windows never went 
black before one in the morning; the pub was never empty. 
Where once you could have been utterly alone half a mile off the 
road, m the bog or up the mountain, you could not now be sure 
of privacy anywhere If you went up the mountain to bathe 
naked m some tiny loch you might suddenly see a file of young 
students like Alpmeers coming laughing down on you over the 
next scarp; you might turn the comer of a lonely mountain pass 
courtmg your gnl and burst upon a bevy of nuns sedately smg- 
mg chomses among the rocks - for every kmd of teacher, laymen 
and women, nuns, priests, and monks were encouraged m those 
years to come out mto the hills. 

How we aU got accommodation I do not know. The priests 
took lodgmgs in the villages. The monfe and nuns purchased 
derelict houses which had been abandoned by the landlords after 
the Revolution The people gave up their best rooms to the rest 
of us, turned lofts mto dormitories, one or two even set up 
secondhand bell tents. One July, so st iflin g was the house where 
I stayed — six at least to every room — that I used to take a rug 
every mght and chmb mto the high hay m the bam; and there' 
were always four or five like me who preferred to be bitten by the 
ticks and waked early by the birds and the mountain air than to 
be half suffocated m featherbeds under the bakmg slates. By the 
end of the month, however, I got so tired of diggmg the httle 
. crablike ticks from under my skm that I moved two miles out 
the road to a place called Ryder’s, a small house on the lower lake, 
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which usually took nobody at all. Indeed, only by great cajoling 
did I persuade Mrs Ryder to take me m. My only fear, then, was 
that I might be lonely. But before she knew what had happened 
Mrs Ryder had not merely one lodger but five, for with the 
begiimmg of August the monks* hostel overflowed, and the nuns 
hostel overflowed, and she had to take m two of the monks an 
two of the nuns. 

There was nothing remarkable about my fellow stu en , 
except, perhaps, that little Sister Magdalen was so dainty and gay 
and spin ted that it seemed a shame to lock her away om t e 
world m a convent. Sister Chrysostom was tail, delicate, ^nt 
hig hands and a blotchy skin, and she walked wit 
himed in. She was a bit of a Miss Pnm, and I think ^ ^ ^ 
chosen as companion for Sister Magdalen becau^ s e 
pnm Brother Virgihus was a countryman wt a pov/e 
hame and a powerful voice, round red cheeks, an no ner , 
and why he had chosen to be a monk was hard to ^ ers an 
seemed to me that he would have made a better armer 
teacher However, I found that he was a fine hur er an 
lie boys loved him for his natural ways Brother 
eery different, a gentle, apple-cheeked man wth big 
tomplexion hke a girl's, teeth as white as a oun , 
learning eyes. He was an inteHigent, sensitive man I took 
^^^^^ediately, . * 

At first we saw very'httle of one another They ha ^ 

•^pal meal at their own hostels, were studying m 
5nd the only tune we all met was in the ^55 (jie path 

little garden and passed disaeet remar ' ^\touid 

pohtics or the weather, or, if there 
®cct in the drawing room, where there was a Ujor rooms 

day’s lessons. They kept convent hours, ^ 

nme at the latest, and long before I rose broU 

^ age to mormng Mass. That year, ^ oursclvt-s in 

^ddenly m the middle of August so that we t 

^ drawmg room almost every evening, WQjnt; hie rra^tt 

I and grammars We had, by ^-iltncc ami 

'■cson a long railway journey who haw ro 

5 ginning to chat companionably “!r!lx>dv vwuld ^av 

a quarter of an Lur, but then somebody 


J 

something and we would all get going. One night, for instance, 
Magellan lifted his eager, earnest, doggy eyes, and said : 

‘Sister Magdalen, how do you pronounce the word which I 
call cearrbhach?* 

‘Oh, Brother Majellan,* she laughed, shocked at herself, enter- 
tained by her own folly,’ ‘I am afraid I do not even know what 
the word means I" 

Virgihus clapped his two big countryman^s paws together and 
roared out laughing. 

Sister Magdalen, I'm surprised at you 1 I'm surprised at you ! 

Not know the word cearrbhach? It means a card player or a 
gambler.' 


And IS that what it means? Cearrbhach/ And she pronounced 
the guttural word as daintily as if it rhymed with peruke. 

She was a aty girl and had never before heard Irish spoken by 
anybody but aty people. 

‘No ! You re not saying it right at all. You're too ladyhke 
about it Say it the way the people say it. This way.' 

^ I see. And again the dainty pronunaation like peruke. ‘Like 


‘Listen, Sister. I'll show you the way to talk Irish. If you'll 
pardon the expression, make a great big shpit inside in your 
mouth and gurgle it. Like this : carrrwoochhhk/ 

Chrysostom immediately protested. 

Please, Brother Virgihus ! If we cannot speak our own lan- 
guage l^e ladies let us not-speak it at all.' 

But, from Majellan, ‘that reaUy is the way the people speak. 
It ^ a guttural language Like German.' 

Not Bavanan German. It is true that the Prussians . . .' 

off they went mto a heated argument - the sort of argu- 
ment we were always having m those days, about whether Ireland 
mm a ways be a peasant country, and what other countries had 
Mirgilius, who hated arguments, blew out his lips 
bis two big feet stretched out before him, 
n ajellan and Magdalen got so exated that Chrysostom had 

to stop It with her usual- 

Sister, I really think it is our hour to retire.' 


One day 
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at the college, as we called the sun-baked tin building 
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1 ftere we studied from ten to one, we were asked to write an 
■ «ssay on a proverb to which the nearest Saxon equivalent is ‘The 
child IS father to the man ’ I remember, that evening, how the 
mists lifted from the hills, and the sun began to raise gentle svisps 
of steam from the rocks, and the trout were leaping from a lake 
as blue as the patches of sky between the dissolving clouds We 
spread newspapers on the two damp garden seats, and as we dis- 
cussed the proper Irish terms to be used, the four of them began, 
Without noticmg it, to speak of their own childhood; where they 
had been bom, where they went to school, and so on Sister 
Magdalen sucked, the end of her silver pencil and said : 

I know the Gaelic for “I was bom.” That is Do rugcidh ins 
And the place - Templemore. Of course, that is An Teampall 
Mor. The Great Temple. Or The Big Church Though the Lord 
J®ows there's no big temple m Templemore ' She sighed Then 
she cocked her head suddenly. T suppose you were never in 
Templemore, Brother MajeUan? But, sure, why would you I It's 
2n out-of-the-way httle place.' 

Chrysostom tapped my fingers imtably with her pencil I was 
% pulhng a fuchsia flower to pieces. 

How would you say that, Sister ? ' , , 

"Which? What? What was it you said. Sister Chrysostom 
Its an out-of-the-way httle place.” You see, I want^to say 
^at, too I was bora m a small httle place like Templemore 
"Where was that?' asked Virgilius idly He had been staring 
^ enmiy at the fuchsia that I threw into his lap ^ 

"^Ifinnane,' said Chrysostom, 'm County Limenck. 

At once Virgilius whirled and slapped her thigh 
‘Yerrah, Chrysostom, do you mean to teU me that you come 
^•^^Kilfinnane l' . L 

Brother I’ And she held his arm exatedly. 'Do you know 
tmnane?' 

°ay own father? Wasn't I 

® Oh, wsha, then, ’tis many the u 

^ fc'cycle out to Kilfinnane hunting hats bflimcl 
come from Kilfinnane you must surely know tlie rati 

rath is on our land!' 

a huge childish delight. , , . v jh-’ 

and often I stood on the rath and loo.seJ <io,.n a. 


smoke of the train coming into Kilmallock - in and out of the 
woods - the httle white smoke. And I could watch it again for 
another half an hour after it left Kilmallock, puffing away down 
towards Cork." 

I well beheve you 1 It"s a wonderful view. They say you can 
see SIX counties I’ 

For a whole hour," she remembered. ‘The httle white smoke. I 
used to wonder who might he in it, and would I ever travel 
away m it myself." 

Didn 1 1 go every night to meet it at the station and gather the 
Dubhn papers, for my uncle kept a paper shop in the Mam 

Street^ The Cork tram we called it. Majellan, you"re a Corkman, 
aren"t you?" 

Majellan was not hstenmg to us He was gazing across the 
darkemng lake whose headlands were famt as smoke. 

My father, said Sister Magdalen thoughtfully, ‘was a doctor. 

know how to say that, too. My mother died when I was four- 
teen ... I was a lone child. . . . My father married a second 

Majellan kept starmg over the lake. She said something about a 
note ook and flitted mdoors. I got tired of hstemng to Virgihus 
an Chrysostom and got up to go to the dance. It was only then 

noticed that Majellan -and Magdalen were m the haU. She was 
dabbmg her eyes with his big red handkerchief. 

When I came back from the dance the half-moon had vaporized 
t e moist land with a melancholy, filmy hght. The house was 
black and silent. 

I thi^ It was Virgihus who first began to play pitch-and-toss 

n^j garden path, and it was that evemng that Magdalen 

I came on them laughmg over the game, 
n fn Vugihus was trymg to teach to> the other three. 

ro er ajellan^w^, by then, calling Sister Magdalen ‘Maggie', 
lo, naturally became 'Chrissy', and Vugilius, of course, 

mehf f ^ How they laughed over that 1 I crowned the 

and f- ^ taking them up to the drawing-room piano 

mhUeT ' > ^ ^ ^ chorus : 'Bab Ero'gus O mo , 

on ^ssy so surprised us by the strength and sweetness of | 


1 r 

her voice that at the end Viigilius clapped his hands and shouted, 
1 wouldn't doubt you, Chnssy. I knew you had it in you,' and 
made her sing the song again alone. As she sang we heard a clear 
echo : it was a boating party out on the lake. They took up the 
chorus and gave it back to her until they faded around a head- 
land still singing. 

'But you know,’ gurgled Magdalen, T realty don't know what 
it all ihe^. Can you translate it for me, Jelly?' 

TSto trouble at aU,' said Majellan. Tt is a young fellow singing 
a song to his lady and this is what he says.' 

As he translated he gradually blushed redder and redder, and 
Virgdius winked at the big, rolling eyes of Magdalen, and her 
rounded httle mouth, just ready to burst mto laughter. When 
Majellan stuck his head right out through the window to look at 
the lake Magdalen burst. Chrysostom said, ‘I really think. Sister, 
It IS our hour to retire.' 

'Jelly,' said Virgihus, when they were gone, 'you big gom I You 

have as much sense as a child of two.' 

When monks and nuns quarrel, I found, they seem to be aston- 
ished and shocked rather than angry hke children who have 
bumped against a door or a calf who has tned his first nettle. 
Grown men would have ended it with a curse or a clout I 
escaped down to the kitchen to practise'iny Irish on Mrs Ryder, 
She was baking a cake, and humming ‘Bab Er6 . Her cousin, 
who was the clerk m the post office, was sittmg on the setde. 
She asked me which had the lovely voice. Mrs Ryder said her 
house was blessed. 

‘The creatures! Isn’t it grand to hear them enjoying them- 

Ives ? Four samts I have in the house.’ 


‘Only four?' I protested , , , , , 

mat tune did you come in last night?' she asked, and the 

)nversation became exuberantly coarse 

The next evemng, too, was exquisitely silent The tmy trout 
dashes could be heard clearly, and, the catde lying op the dry 
rand across the water chewing the cud We were aU upstairs, I 
laymg the piano, Vugihus seated m the open window suiging 
ad beating tune with a silver tankard that young y er won in 
tug of war, Jelly and Maggie tryuig to waltz, and when Chnssy 
^ not iaughmg at poor Jelly's efforts to learn the steps she, too, 
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“ blackbird. The music must have 
earned a long way over the water. 

huJ!‘\^/f i7“ T“ *e piano 

fit I b^.! °^'r® ' ”ot niore than twenty 

- 1 beheve it was his first parish - he was very fat He was 

ee?S“ ““^g^ we.c3led'lSr“ 

Lem td sTnf it was as if a 

dancers like a tankard held in the air, the two 

rectly ’ (It waa i ’ f “'°aned. So I have been informed cor- 
Sti?tr ty uT ^ *°“g^‘ tte postmistress on 

Thone t tt a ® 1 ‘L to a miao- 

Ls been goino “To tbink that this kind of thmg 

sokmilv^eZt ““ weeks.’ He let his voice M 

thermo thmkT “> He roared 

offit ^ “ f " ~r walk to read my 

«amt?’resthW °^y What’s your 

‘Sissster Chrv ^ brissy. She had turned as pale as her coif, 
oissster Chryssossostom, Father.’ 

'M ^ Sister ? " 

nifiedLd rathely"^S.DMs7 bl^ggie. very dig- 

I -w JenyLo^,ed"^th fury, 
aco^ emphasis o^fetl^ gentlemen.’ With a 

air, cSysoLm'Ltl! Magdalen with her head in the 

I held^ arm iT* *^”“1 “ ^1"“- Majellan turned on him. 

in his own parish^ ° y a monk, and no match for a curate 

“be that.’ I 

Maieuln’s anwer me back, young man ? ’ 

powerleforc W*'* *““g^ “”® respectfully - he knej 

‘Sure- 
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we were only having a bit of singsong, Father?^ 



The curate gasped, melodramatically - 1 swear he had taken a 
pnze for elocution at his semmary - then dropped into a won- 
derful tone of sarcasm. 

‘Only havmg a bit of a singsong? Only having a hit of a smg- 
song? Well, well \* He put his stick behmd him like a shooting 
stick and teetered back and fro on it He was very sure of him- 
self. Terhaps, gentlemen, we think that we are back m the days 
of the Reformation?' Then he did his roar agam ‘Singing^ 
Dancmg? Drinkmg?' He whirled his stick and cracked the 
tankard 

Virgihus stared mto the tankard, and sighed. ‘Shweepstake 
tickets.' 

That sent the blood to Lispeen's forehead 
*ril talk to you young bucks in the monung when I've had a 
word with your superior. Good evenmg to you.' 

The door slammed We heard him go downstairs. His voice 
boomed in the kitchen at the Ryders. Then we saw his shadow 
passmg across the palmg sheen of the lake. 

‘The bosthoon,' hissed Majellan. 

‘Jelly,' moaned Virgilius, who had seized the situation at 
once, ‘we're for the long drop I' 

With that we stole down the corridor and tapped at the sis- 
ters' doors and conferred m a huddle, and Virgdius and Chysos- 
tom blamed Majellan for speakmg back, but Magdalen said, 
‘You were qmte right, Brother He is no gentleman. But 
Chrysostom kept pulling her fingers and looking at each of us in 
turn. She knew, too, how all this would appear back in the Qty, 
■""here the bishop and their superiors would say. What is this ! 
funs and monks hving m the same housed Dancing together? 
inging choruses? Playing pitch-and-toss out m the garden? 
uid what's all this about a tankard^' 

Magdalen said next mommg that she heard Chrysostom cry- 
ig late mto the mght. 

Actually nothing at all happened Old Ryder and the parish 
pest between them must have put a stop to the curate s gallop 
ffter all, curates come and curates go but parish pnests, like the 
‘ook, go on forever But the story spread, and the students 
ithered around the four to comfort and encourage them, and of 
/emngs people started to walk out to Ryder's and, m spite of 
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Xepuuous boatmg .^.reUven, Z. 

“ecame bed at ten. O'^tSack at tt 

having as ^ hut were they? » - Serpent had 

consaences ^ere at ^ l,,a occu«ed. 

now, I tbink 1 nnd ^ of te^P " ^ tegan 

come mto the gat^® apple?’ And the night 

sa^d, ‘How dare yon ^„«el of tH^^a lifetime, 

to eat It. They to the city, perhaps tor 

. 1 ^^UT clnms about . . ^ an . 1 


^see the moon on the 


J f sts^Magdalen. eleven, and a fai^ 

‘ Butte ^ 

in the reefc ’"^^njgfit be a clouded mght. 

n,eant that even then toe nng^ Chrysostom, “^b 

‘Our b'" goes at ,, , ^(ji on 

yours go Itoto jn^^^^^ becoming form 

By antiapation they 

. or, »t;aid Brother Viigihus. ^ _ .v Maiehan. 

♦Half past seven, sa loVe?^ Liilready* 

*^5(7ho’llv?alkasfaras ^ ’ ^ Autumn was coming ^ 

X went down the white road. A teea^ 

*"2« -> « X* i"-"! •' * 

npon. They stood at the g 

teyond. looldng forward to next ye 

‘Sure, we can be loo g ^„Ted Sto 

Virgihus ebeerfohy.^^^^ ^ext year,’ m 

-If there are any summ 

Magdalen j^eard and a B^^t apP 

, The soft mund of oam 1“^ y.' V , excorsio 

the water. The peop hargelike boats b ' crush* 

party. It was one of those big bmg . ^ xh ^ 

patties, and there mus haded them and th y PP 

shoulder to shoulder, ^ajellan ^ even C ^ 

and when they invited the four and th 

haidly demurred. The presen 
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nuns seemed to cheer them up, for as they rowed away towards 
the nanows, makmg for the upper lake, the songs became louder 
and more merry The hghts of the village overflowed mto the 
lake. Promenaders there heard them and sang back. Doubtless 
the curate heard them, too, and thanked God they would all be 
gone m the mommg. 

Time ceases to exist on a lake: every fisherman knows that. 
Somebody said that the moon would be up at eleven and would 
hght them home. Chnssy whispered to Maggie that that would 
be very late, and what would happen if some message came from 
the hosteP But Maggie hushed her passionately, and Virgihus 
cned, ‘Let the last mght be the longest ' 

It was much later than eleven before they got through the 
narrows — the old barge stuck there as it always did Then the 
grey mountain slowly swelled up hke a ghost against the spread- 
mg moon, and the whole land became black and wfute On the 
bright side of the land the white cottages shone under their 
tarry roofs, and on the dark hiUs their scattered yellow hghts 
invited us home. It became cold on the water. Rowing back 
against the current was a slow busmess. Heavy drops of phos- 
phorescence fell from the blades. Presently a voice said, ‘It is near 
twelve, lads, put your backs mto it.’ Now they were not singing 
at all, nor did they smg again until they saw the remaining 
village hghts — only one or two left now. And they did not sing 
Irish songs, which are nearly all melancholy, but old music-hall 
songs hke ‘Daisy, Daisy’, and ‘The Girls You Can't Forget', and 
*I m One of the Knuts of Barcelona' The barge was not much 
I more than twelve feet from the shore when they saw, clear m 
2 moonlight, the black figure standmg on the causeway. Majel- 
1 yelled, ‘Backwater !' The barge slewed around. 

I suppose, my dear ladies and gentlemen, that it do^ not 
itter to you that you are keeping the whole village awake? 
Nobody rephed The rowers set off for the opposite shore The 
0 brothers turned up their coat collars to hide their Roman 
lars The two nuns hid their gimps and coifs with borrowed 
Its Everybody was feelmg cross and tired As they neared the 
: shore the same black figure awaited them. He had raced 
ind by the bndge, and gone leaping over heather and bog 
ol. 
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Tou won't land here tonight until I have the name of every 
person on that boat I' 

The midmght mountain cried back, ^On - that - boat/ 

The boat pushed off agam and ui mid-lake they held a con- 
ference : for even lay teachers do not like falhng out with a pnest. 
And the four rehgious? There was only one thing to do. It was 
easy to disguise Majellan and Virgilius : caps for black hats, and 
the Roman collars ripped off. The nuns had to remove gimps 
and cowls, put on kerchiefs and pin up their skirts. Then the 
boat agam rowed to the landing place, the men crushed around 
the priest argmng loudly, and the rest ran. In five nunutes he^ 
was alone on the causeway. At his feet he saw a white object on 
the stones : a nun's starched gimp. As he looked at it he trembled 
hke a dog. 

He was no longer alone by the moon-flooded lake. He was 
roarmg m the pulpit, holding up the Runp: he was in the 
bishop's palace qmedy unfolding a pale linen object out of 
brown paper he was in the parish priest's sitting room and the 
white thmg lay between them on the table : he was knocking at 
Ryder's door - yes, even if it was nearly one o'clock in the morn- 
ing. He might have done all these thmgs if, when he got back to 
his cottage, there had not been a sick caU before him, and he had 
to get out his car and drive at once three and a half miles mto 
the heart of the hills. Half an hour later he was tearmg back He 
had been hoaxed The window of his cottage was open. The gunp 
was gone. It was the one good deed I did for my four friends. 

I was awakened by the supematurally bright hght : it was not 
the sunrise : it was the sinking moon. My watch showed me that 
it was barely turned five o'clock. Dew and mist were all arpundj 
the silent house .* the lake was frosty; the sky pallid. The tree^ 
were weighted with sleep. Only the ceaseless mountain streanl 
and the deceived birds made a sweet noise. Below in the gardeiJ 
by the wooden gate, stood Maj'ellan and Magdalen, talkmg . M 
I never saw Magdalen again; I never saw Virgihus again; » 
never saw Chrysostom again. 

That was 1920, and not for twenty-three years did I m«| 
Majellan. He was, of course, stdl a monk, and wdl always b^W 
e was greying, and a little stooped, and much thinner. kK 
^ger, doggy eyes ht up for me : until I began to joke about 


days, and then the light faded. I asked him about the others, and 
he told me that Viigilius was now a pnnapal somewhere. He 
had not heard of the two nuns since that night on the lake 
*AhI’ I sighed. 'Great days! But nobody wants to learn the 
language now. The mountains are empty.’ 

Tes. The mountains are empty.' 

^What a shame !’ 

‘Mmd you,' he said, after a moment. I'm not sure that I alto- 
gether approve of young people going out to these places I hope 
I'm not being puritanical or anything hke that, but . . . well, you 
know the sort of thing that goes on here.' 

I was so shocked that I coid not reply for a moment. 

^But, surely, it's all very harmless?' 

He shook his head seriously. 

*Maybe. You never know.' 

I said something idle. Then I asked him did he go out there at 
sU nowadays. 

Hhat was our last year.' 

T hope It wasn't any trouble with your superiors?' I asked 
anxiously. 

‘Oh, nothing <like that No It was just . . .' He looked away. 
Then he said over his shoulder, T didn't much want to, really 
Then he looked at me, and in a httle gush of confidence he said, 
‘You mightn't understand it, now! But it's not good to take 
people out of their rut I didn't enjoy that summer.' 

1 said I understood that. After a few more words, we parted 
He smiled, said he was dehghted to see I was looking so well, and 
Went off, stooping his way back to his monastery in the slum. 

By coincidence, two hours later, I found myself side by side 
ith Lispeen, looking into a bookshop window He was scarcely 
anged, except for a faint brush of grey at each ear; he wore a 
!1 silk hat and earned a silver-headed umbrella. When I spoke 
him and he turned, the sunset struck his rosy face and ht the 
les of his hat so that they glowed and shone. With difficulty I 
ought his mind back to those years, but when I did he greeted 

2 as heartily as if I was his best friend, and laughed so memly 
the memory of those old days that I almost expected him to 
ip me on the back. 

‘Of course, you wth wide eyes, 



only children. Such innocents I' He laughed at the thought of the 
innocents. 'Of course, I had to frighten them!" And he laughed 
agam, and then threw up his head and said Heigh-ho" in a big 
sigh Then he shook my hand, and beamed at me, told me I was 
looking grand, and went his cheerful way. He bowed benevo- 
lently to every respectful salute along the glowing street, and, 
when he did, his elongated shadow waved behind him like a tail 



Teresa 


On the platform at Dieppe, at a comer so near the sea and the 
boat as to be part of the quay, there stood a small nun, flanked 
by three shapeless bags of that old-fashioned kmd known as 
portmanteaus. Lovely as a black wallflower, large-eyed by nature, 
her eyes were now enormous: for she was looldng across the 
quays with delight at the sun-blazing confections of houses on 
the other side. Now and agam an old nun came hobbhng up to 
her from the busier end of the platform, muttermg somethmg 
that drew a shadow across the lovely face, and then hobbhng 
away agam, head down, to this official and that offiaal, wavermg 
around hke a top as each one hurriedly threw a few words at her 
and rushed past. At last the old nun came back to the novice, 
with her two hands out in appeal. The novice, followed by the 
old nun, at once walked strai^t down to the first official she saw 
and said in clear English : 

Where is the tram for Rouen 

The offiaal glanced at her, then smiled, then bowed, and said 
pohtely, indeed with deference : 

‘There it is, mademoiselle/ and pomted to it. 

‘Mats non, non/ babbled the old nun. Tes oiler d Rouenl Alter 
d Leesool* 

‘That’s all nght, Sister Patnek,’ said the other. "We change at 
Rouen' And takmg charge of the situation, she led the still- 
pro testmg nun up to the waitmg tram, put m the bags, helped - 
almost pushed - the old woman before her, and settled herself for 
^the journey. The old woman clambered out agam, red with 
luster Once more she ambushed offiaal after offiaal, all of 
ivhom said a word so like "Wrong’ that she insisted on hauhng 
>ut her compamon. 

‘Listen, Sister Patrick,' begged the novice, with saintly 
patience, "I know the route backwards. It’s Dieppe, Rouen, 
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Elbeuf St Aubin, Serquigny, and then Lisieux. This is the train/ 
The guard confirmed this, as far as concerned Rouen, and they 
clambered m at the last moment; but the old woman was still 
saymg that they would never get to ‘Leesoo’, that they would 
find themselves landed in Pans in the middle of the mght, that 
she had told Mother Mary Mell not to send her, that thirty-one 
years is too long out of a country for anyone to remember the 
language, and so on and so on, while the younger nun gazed 
wide-eyed out of the window at the passing fields. 

‘Our pilgrimage has begun,' she said m a dreamy voice, almost 
to herself. 

‘And what's going to be the end of it at this rate?' snapped 
the old woman. But then she gave a fnghtened look at the little 
face before her. The big eyes had lowered. A tremble was fhttmg 
across the red hps. The old woman immediately calmed down, 
laid a rough hand on the novice's knee, and said, gently, ‘Sure, 
don’t nund me. Sister Teresa. I'm aU of a flusther. We're on the 
road now. Just as you say When we get to Leesoo, 'twill be all 
nght, a giUy. Samt Teresa will look after you and . . . Look't, I 
have no sense. We should be eating our lunch.' 

‘I’d love a cup of tea I' said the girl. T have a raging headache.' 
‘Tut tut,' clucked the old woman, and then she grabbed the 
girl’s flank ‘Are ye wearing your double petticoat. Sister Teresa?' 

Tes, Sister,' said Teresa, with a blush and a warning look into 
the comer of the carnage, where an old Frenchman was devour- 
ing a roll and slugging red wine. 

‘Have ye the red flannel drawers on ye?' demanded the old nun 
Tes, Sister. Sssh !' 

There’s nothing like red flannel next the skin,' said th( 

nun, fiddling with the lunch parcel. ‘ 'Tis a touch of cold you’vf 
got’ 

Twas the heat down imder that deck,' said Teresa, and big 
floods of water entered her eyes. Her chaperone did not notice. ‘J 
never saw Dieppe from the sea,’ she whimpered. ‘And Mothei 
Mary Mell says that it's lovely from the sea.’ 

^ill ye have egg and cress, or tomato?’ asked the old woman 
^ intent on her own appetite to take notice of anything else 

e earned it,' she laughed, wnth a happy look about her and a; 
oountrywoman’s smile and nod to the old Clemenceau in thd 
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comer. He just dug a chuiik of his roll off "with his penkmfe, 
wiped the back of his hand nght and left across his moustaches, 
and, with an idle glance at her, opened both mouth and eyes 
simultaneously to devour the chunk. 

The nuns began to mbble their food. Two hens could not have 
pecked more nimbly or neatly. Their traveUmg companion 
finished his lunch almost before they had well begun. He care- 
fully stowed away his hottle, produced a long cheroot, and began 
to fill the carnage with smoke. Then, to the dismay of the novice, 
he leaned across and closed the wmdow tightly By the time she 
had finished eating, she had already begun to lean her achms; 
head on her palip In minute imitation of the frenchman, the old 
woman rubbed her moustaches and her beard clean of crumbs, 
leaned back, closed her eyes, began to eat chocolates and to 
breathe through her nose. She woke with a start to hear Teresa 
say to the Frenchman : 

*Cest flssez chaud, monsieur. Veuillez bten ouvrir la fenetre.* 

The old tiger-face glared, growled, tapped his chest fiercely, 
poured out a flood of imcompronusing French, and leaned back. 
His sideward glare thereafter was like a cat ready to pounce. 

‘^at’s that?’ asked the old nun apprehensively. 

*My head,’ groaned Teresa. 

‘Offer It up, girl,’ advised the old woman. ‘Offer it up to Saint 
Teresa for the success of your mtention ’ 

‘I’ve offered it up on the boat the whole way over,’ retorted the 
novice. 

“Tis a cross,’ said the old woman easily. ‘Tis put on you by 
Samt Teresa to try you. Suffer it for her sake.’ 

The girl looked at her coldly. Then she observed that they had 
3 second travelhng companion. He was a cavalry officer who, 
^th more consideration than their ‘Clemenceau , was walking up 
ind down in the corridor to smoke his pipe Each time he passed 
the door he glanced up at his luggage on the rack She raised her 
-yes appeahngly the next time he passed. He paused, glanced at 
ler, was about to pass on, paused again to look A tiny gesture of 
ler hand, a widerung of her eyes held him He came m, sat down, 

ooked around him, and stared at her. 

'Monsieur,’ she begged, yai mal a la tCte. La fenetre Est-ce que 

wus pouvons Vouvrtr?* 
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"With pleasure/ he said, in English, stalked over to it and slap- 
ped It down. ^ 

A raucous argument started up at once between the officer and 
his fellow countryman. Sister Patrick sat up, glared at her charge, 
and diew herself in from the combatants. The argument ended 
with the abrupt flight of the old man, cursing as he went, a 
aug from the officer, and a frightened smile from the novice, 
accompamed by a glance at her chaperone, who, in the greatest 
su^iaon of the officer, had lowered her head to look crookedly 
at m, like a duck, out under her coif. He was stroking his little 
of moustache and smiling at Teresa. When Patnck slewed 
around to survey her charge, Teresa had cast her eyes down 
demurely on her clasped hands. 

Presently the officer got up, and went out to smoke another 
pipe very time he passed, he bowed in to the two nuns. Teresa 
^ver ooked higher than his knees. When he had passed for about 
the sixth time, Patnck said : 

Sister, do you realize that officer is bowing to us every two 
minutes?' ® ^ 


He IS very kind,' said the little nun. Everybody is very kmd,' 
s e sighed, and began to pray on her beads. 

ut when he passed agam, and bowed, the old nun said crossly: 
1 believe you're looking at him. Sister Teresa I' 

her chT^ head sadly and looked out of her big eyes at 

IS sad, she said. Tie will be killed in the wars.* And her 
ey^ swam with tears. 

And what's that to you ?' whispered the old nun angrily. 

±ie rei^ds me of my brother, Jim, in the army,* said Teresa. 

be lolled on the battlefield too. Oh, let us pray for the 
pan of them.' ^ ^ 

ee^^ oid nun could not refuse to do this, so they prayed to- 
two when the officer passed, and bowed, and smiled, thej 

for owed and smiled back, and went on with their prayera 

^ ^opose of his soul when he would be killed in the wars! 
of caf^ ^oful at Rouen He bought them two lovely carton* 
autorail”^ buttered rolls, and showed them where th« 

smiled an^° ^ ^or the last time he bowed, ancl 

» ^^^t^way, and they never saw him again. ^ 



It was the fading hour of day before their little autorail came 
and took the two travellers (and about eight others) trotting out 
of Rouen. A hght haze of ram began to float down through the 
air. They passed a village deep m trees There the first hghts were 
beginning to contest the supremacy of the day. Soon the ram 
shone m nvulets on the hghted wmdows of the auto. The other 
travellers leaned closer together m a kmd of animal compamon- 
ship and chattered in loud voices, as if to keep the mght at 
bay. 

T wonder,’ murmured Teresa, %hat are they doing now back 
in Samt Anthony’s ? ’ 

’Ah, yes I’ sighed the old nun wearily. Tt makes England seem 
very far away to think of Saint Anthon)^s now.’ 

‘And Dublm?’ smiled the novice sadly. 

Tla !’ said the old nun, with a yawn that dropped the subject 
into vacancy. Her youth and her friends were too remote for 
serious reflection. 

T know what my sisters are doing now in Dubhn,’ whispered 
Teresa. Tlavmg tea and making plans for the mght’ And she 
looked out at the ev enin g shower and the thickemng mght. T 
wish I never came,’ she said suddenly. T feel terribly lonely.’ 

‘Sssh! Tut tutr chided the old nun; she had begun to eat 
more chocolates, and did not want to talk. 

Tfs all right for you,’ complamed the novice. ‘You’re gomg to 
meet your aunt. I’ll know nobody in Lisieux. And if I find out 
there that I have no vocation, what’ll I do ?’ 

‘Now, now, now,’ grumbled the old woman, you know you 11 
get peace and calm in Leesoo. The samt will reveal your heart to 
you You’ll quieten down You’ll know that all these scruples of 
yours mean nothmg at all. Sure, we all had them 1 In spite of 
berself she became impatient Her soothing voice gradually took 
on an edge ‘And anyway, goodness knows, you were eager enough 
to come ! And let me tell you it isn’t every reverend mother 
would let you. And ifs not a hohday you're on, miss. It’s think- 
fag of the holy samt you should be, and not of gillygooseys m 
pubhn ’ 

\ The novice withdrew mto herself. She was too tired to pray; 
from sheer repetition the words were becommg meaningless. 

Presently the old nun said, as if she were thmkmg aloud ; 
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And even if I have an aunt ♦ . . ha I ... I suppose she won^t 
know me/ 


She stopped again and folded her hands deep into her sleeves. 
‘Thurty-one years/ she mused to the window. 

The autorail rattled along for several miles. Then Patnck 
leaned over and said comfortably : 

A terror for the hot milk at night. She^d drink two pints of it 
Sure, twas enough to kill a plough-horse.^ 

From that on she kept on lettmg occasional little gasps of 
aughter escape her It was as if somebody tickled her every three 
mmutes. Then, after a protracted giggle out of each side of her 
mouth, she went off into a beatific sleep and the broad smile never 
left her face until they stopped abruptly m Lisieux. 

As they left the station and emerged on the great souare; Teresa 

cnedmdehght: 

"ButifsreaUyabigplacel* 

Through the ram the httle town shone mto the station like a 


pmmatic waterfall. She saw a green neon hght flitting through 
t e wetness over a hotel door. She saw a vis-a-vis crawhng shm- 
y across the place, and it made the town seem both cosy and 
mtimate, and at the same time enormous and important. But 
atnck had flown mto a hurry and scurry, fumblmg with her 
umbreUa, and clutchmg her bags, and gazmg all around her m a 
new ii^h of timidity , the two, in this conflict of absorption, 
ne^ly lost one another in the crush. The novice said : 

, Sister Patnck ! Couldn^t we have one cup of tea in a 
restaurant before we go to the hostel?" 

* ^cd Patnck, hunchmg up her shoulders, and lay- 

mg her hand on her gimp like a stage Frenchwoman. 'Mon 
t e, que dttes-vous? Du the? Vous savez bien . . . vous save 
T f m ^ ♦ h faut .,.11 faut . . / She groaned fimousl) 

mg a^o 7t ^ MeU . . . Are you tali 

® reahze, miss, that you’re on a pilgrimage 1 

with top-heai)^' umbreUas, like two aat 

lutely, once ^ Teresa stopped and sneezed resd 

Shestarted to gibber^, towered over heii 

- Wre after Lt//" ^ < 

g a cold on me 1 That’s yourself, and youi 
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window, and your fine oflScer V Teresa sneezed a fifth tune. 'Are 
you sure,’ demanded Patrick, 'that you have the double petti- 
coat?’ 

The novice’s big eyes were directed nuserably into a confec- 
tioner’s wmdow. It was bnght with the bnghtest cakes. 

‘Dear Sister Patnck I’ she wheedled. ‘Don’t you think we could 
have one small, tiny cup of tea ?’ 

The nun opened her mouth to say ‘No,’ looked at the wmdow, 
looked at Teresa, and after a struggle said : 

‘Well I Since you have a cold commg on you. I'll let you have 
just one hot cup of coffee, fust one, mmd you !’ 

It was warm m the cafe. Patnck had an eclair. Over their 
heads a radio kept weaving waltzes that made the novice s^vay 
gently on her chair. Patnck had two Eclairs The novice made 
her coffee last as long as possible. Patnck had a third eclair. 
Then, m spite of a fleck of cream on her jaw, Patnck’s face was 
unusually forbiddmg as she looked up and said : 

‘Well, miss, I hope you’re feehng better now ?’ 

‘Thank you very much, sister,’ said Teresa, and rose with an 
air of firm resignation. ‘We must go to the hostel.’ 

A bell rang eight o’clock as they emerged They wasted ten 
mmutes searchmg for the hostel, a bald-faced house rising plumb 
from the pavement. Its brass-tipped, reed-woven half screens 
were damply inhospitable. Its closed door and iron grille were 
shming with the ram. The lay sister who drew the shde of the 
grille spoke m unmteUigible, provmaal French, of which they 
understood only one word, tmposstblel 

‘Quoi?’ squawked Patnck, clawmg the grille, as the shde shot 
tom her face ‘Whatdid that wan say?’ 

The bell jangled down the hall agam This time the lay sister 
was even more emphatic, and therefore even less mtelhgible, and 
she became still less mtelhgible as Patnck hung to the grille and 
blustered in Franco-Enghsh Teresa firmly pushed her aside, with 
,a calm sanity : 

I ‘Vous ne comprmez pas. Tout est btcn arrange. Notre mire 
h cent une letter h. votre mere . . / 

} The lay sister interrupted. She said, ‘Trop tard She said, 
‘Hint heures ’ She said these words several times She dosed the 
grille with the slowness of cunosity that commented on die folly 
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of the two foolish virgins who had come too late. Teresa turned 
to Patnck, and burst into peals of laughter at the look of honor 
on her face. 

'WeTe too late I ^ she cned, joyously. Tlow we must go to a 
hotel !" 

Patrick rent her. 

Tou and your tea 1 You did it deliberately ! Wait until we get 
back to Mother Mary Mell ! Fli tell her you're not fit to be a mm 1 
You're a little flittermouse 1 You're a giliygoosey ! What a pil- 
gnm we have in you 1 There's your answer for you ! You're not 
fit to be a nun ! You're a shp 1 You're a miss ! Wliat’re we gomg 
to do? What’ll my aimt say to me? What’ll Mother Mary Mell 
say to me? What's gomg to happen to us ?' 

Teresa began to cry. Patrick at once hushed her tirade, 
unfurled her umbrella (it was as big as a bookmaker’s), dragged 
up two of the bags, and set off, m a mouth-buttoned fury, to find 
a hotel. The rain was now a downpour. Their bags weighted 
them down. She halted She gave the girl a look that was worse 
than a blow, shoved her into a doorway, and said, ‘Don't stir 
from here till I come back.' She left the bags in her care, and 
butted out into the ram. 

Men kept approachmg the door, and seeing the nun, they 
would stop dead, and push away. At first this merely fnghtened 
her for she did not realize her predicament : but suddenly a cis- 
tern flushed noisily behind her and she recognized that she was 
standing in the doorway of a cabinet. Clutching her bags, she fled 
down the street, down a side street, another side street, and halted 
pautmg under a cafe awnmg. 

The old proprietor came out and looked at her, cocked hr 
head to one side, bowed, considered her, smiled, said that it wa 
a bad night, and wiped his mdifference onto the tabletop. Thei 
he gazed around him, looked at her again, shrugged, and went in 
doors. More men passed her, on their way in or out, always paus 
ing, after the first glance, to snule and bow. Twice she got up tc 
fly, wondered whether Patrick would ever find her, sat agam oi 
the damp iron chair. A drunken old man with a beard finally pu 
her to flight by taking off his hat, leaning on the tabletop, am 
starting a flowe^ speech. She ran into a gendarme who wa] 
accompanying Sister Patrick down the street. Patnck threw hei 
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two hands up to the sky preparatory to a tornado of abuse. She 
was soaked; her gimp was a rag; her coif hung around her face 
hke lace Before she could speak, Teresa hurled herself on the old 
woman’s breast and sobbed out all her awful adventures, so that 
the gendarme and the nun calmed her with difficulty. They took 
her bag, then, and led her, whimpermg, to the httle pension-pub 
that Patnck had chosen for their mght’s lodgmg. There Patrick 
put her mto bed, in a cosy little room all to herself, with red stuff 
curtains and a dusty-lookmg carpet - it was nearly threadbare 
- and with her own two hands Patnck ht a fire, brought an 
omelet, roUs, and coffee, and tucked her in for the mght; and all 
the time Patnck kept beggmg her pardon for that outburst at 
the hostel What with the comfort, the kmdness, and the vesti- 
gial exatement, the httle novice was melted to tears of 
happmess. 

‘Our pilgrimage is beginrung,’ she whispered happily to Patnck. 
Wt It, dear Sister PatS^ 

Twill begin in the morning,’ temponzed Patnck. ‘And then 
the saint will smoothen everything out.’ 

Ihght cheek touched nght cheek, and left cheek touched left 
cheek, in the way of all nuns ki^mg. Old fingers laid out her 
glossy black hair on the pillow. The hght went out. A rough palm 
smoothed her forehead. The door chcked. The flames flickered 
on the ceilmg. 

In Kent, at Saint Anthony’s, the only sound around the con- 
vent at mght had been the crackle of twigs in the damp wood, the 
hoo-hoo of an owl. Here she heard footsteps in the street below, 
an occasional motor car swishing over the cobbles, the soft, whis- 
penng downfall of April ram. Looking up at the wavermg ceil- 
’ng, she attended to those sounds, whose tumult, and whose 
infamihanty, and whose suggestiveness made England and her 
invent, Dublin and her home utterly remote — less part of another 
nuntry than part of another life More than anythmg else they 
aid. The pilgnmage has begiml’ They said, O dear Samt 
^er^e, I will leave all thmgs m thy hands.’ They said, ‘O most 
'nuupotent God, I yield all the world to Thee.' 

T want to be a samt V she cned out, and beat the coverlet wth 
ler palm. And at that she fell asleep, curled up m bed as softly as 
. cat. 
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Only the hens were awake as they walked to first Mass at Saint 
Pierre. The sun was glittering m the water between the cobble- 
stones. Teresa felt that she alone possessed the town. She felt 
that all things converged on the forthcoming visit to the shrine. 
Even the warm prophecy of the steam rising from the streets and 
the cloudless whiteness of the sky seemed not something general 
to everybody m the world, but particular to her life alone. She 
whispered to Patnck, ^Therese is calling 1 I hear her!’ Patnck 
nodded, too excited to speak. 

After breakfast they began the ritual of Lisieux. Les Buisson- 
nets, the Martm home (Saint Ther^se Martin), was exactly as 
they had foreseen it, just like all the photos and descriptions 
in biographies of the samt. They saw the "trim lawn in front 
of the house’, and ‘the useful kitchen at the back’. From the attic 
wmdows there was the expected ‘distant view over the plam’. 
Teresa said to Patrick, vidth a sigh of happiness : 

‘It was all made for her. If I had lived here, I, too, would have 
been a samtl’ 

Patnck nodded m agreement with the general proposition. For 
the novice to say that she would have been a samt was merely a 
way of saymg that God had chosen one and could as easily have 
chosen another 

‘ Tis Heaven 1 ’ she murmured, and clasped Teresa's hand. 

It was the same in the sacristy of the Carmehte convent, where 
the Sami’ s hair hes strewn under glass in its rehquary, and the 
walls are covered by mementos of those who have paid honour to 
her memory - decorations, orders, swords, letters from all ovei 
the world Here, where Patrick became almost incoherent at the 
prospect of meetmg her aunt, thirty-one years after, now a rever- 
end mother m the Carmelites, Teresa filled with sadness. 

‘The folly of the world I’ she murmured, sighing again and 
agam. ‘They honour her now. They did not know the sorrow of 
her heart while she was ahve.’ I 

The two touched cheek to cheek again. i 

A Carmehte lay sister next led them to the grave of the samf 
Prom that they would go on to the convent proper to me4 
Patnck s aunt. They began to palpitate m mutual sympathy. Tlw 
grave calmed them by its simphcity. ^ 

When they rose, the aunt stood beside them. Patrick toddle? 
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to her with cries of joy. The aged woman, her head a mere skull, 
her hands bony and ndged, gave no sign of recognition other than 
to say, 'God bless you, my child.' Old Patnck drew back hke a 
fnghtened child. Timidly she introduced the novice. She ex- 
plained faltermgly why they had come. 

‘She’s not sure if she wants to be a nun. Mother.’ 

The Carmelite looked at the novice. She, too, at once drew 
back. But the Carmehte smiled to hear the Enghsh name, Teresa, 
and took her hand gently and led her (Patnck following) across 
the garden to the convent anteroom. On the way she talked of 
simple things like the budding shrubs and the blessing of the ram. 
They sat m the anteroom and the Carmehte rang a bell. 

They talked of the pnce of vegetables, until a faint passage of 
hght m one wall drew their eyes to the grille — the last portal of 
the inner Carmehte hermitage. Behind the grille was a gauze, and 
presently Teresa’s eyes made out, behind the gauze, a still face 
from which the gauze had eroded all recognizable character. All 
she could see was the vaguest outlme of a countenance As if she 
reahzed m that second how the disciphne of the order must have 
hkewise eroded from the httle girl of Les Buissonnets all human 
emotion, and m a flash of understanding knew what sacnfice 
really means, she flung herself at the Carmehte’s knees and cried 
out hystencally : 

‘Ma mhrc 1 1 have no vocation I’ 

Patnck mtervened hurnedly : 

Tay no heed to her. She’s upset and sick in herself. The child 
doesn’t know what she wants.’ 

The aged Carmehte waved her aside and hfted the novice to 
her feet. Looking mto her face with a clear eye, she said, after a 
fnghtemng silence : 

Could you be a Carmehte?’ 

*No !' panted the novice, and she drew back, as if she were at 
that moment about to be impnsoned behind the gnUe. ^ 

‘If you cannot be a Carmehte, my child, you can be nothing 

‘She’d be happy enough,’ mtervened Patnck comfortably, m 
an easier order ’ 

She Will be happy — we 'svill be happy ~ only in Heaven, said 
the Carmehte coldly. ‘Could you not even try to be a Carmehte? 
asked the aged woman. 
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"No r begged the novice. 1 couldn't do it I' 

"Why not?' 

"To be always shut in ?' trembled the girl. 

Tt IS an enclosed order,' agreed the supenoress calmly. 

T couldn't stand It I' 

^ow do you know^' catechized the superioress, 
or answer the girl burst into such a sobbing wail that Patrick 
ew her to her broad bosom and turned on her aunt. 

upbraided. ^Badgermg the poor child 1 
from you ! Dou't heed her,' she com- 
ran'f 11 P^^r little giTsha 1 Don't mmd her. Sure we 

*11 ! » s^mts. You’ll do your best. .You can't do more.' 
ut, sobbed Teresa, T want to be a samt. 'Tis to ... to ... to 
samt joined the nuns.' Her voice came out through her 
ose miserably. 'If I can't be a samt, I don't wunt to be a nun !' 

comforted her, and finaUy restored her to a 
booking up, they saw they were alone. The 
gone hidden. The supenoress had 

withnnr^^ P^giims went back to their pension. That afternoon, 

was pYn f went on to Samt-Malo. There the novice 

nectedT ^ ^ she had been ex- 

pected to find calm of soul. 

nlacp nf across a wide estuary the modem watermg 

cafes anri mght they saw the hghts m the hotels, am’ 

casm'o- coloured hghts beaded all around the roof of thi 

water ' heard music across the stih surface o 
floated in h^om Southampton and the Channel Island 

iu the CO ^ ^ anchor. Patnck was charmed with her roon 

Dinard where they stayed. It looked directly across al 

stand' and^f^^^^l Mother Mary Mell that she had a ‘grand- 
some mghf- flunking of going across in a rowboat 

order. Bern A^mble m the casino and make the fortune of the 
uot yet ^nous in a postscript, she said that Teresa had 

edifying devoti^* uund, but she was ‘behaving with the most 
Not only did 

but she had B uoyice attend every service in the convent,] 
208 ^come pious beyond description, daily spendmg 



long hours alone in adoration in the chapel But when Patnck 
noticed that she left her lunch untouched on her table on the 
thud day of her arrival, and went up to the novice's cell to ask if 
this were wise, she made a fnghtemng discovery She found that 
the mattress and bedclothes had been rolled up and put away 
under the bed, and all the girl's flannel underclothing was hang- 
mg m her cupboard At once she went down to the chapel, and 
hissed at the sohtary worshipper to come out, beckomng madly 
with her bony finger. 

‘Sister Teresa,’ she said severely, you are refusmg your food Is 
there any reason for this 

The novice hung her head and said nothmg. 

‘Answer me. Sister.’ 

Still the novice kept her eyes on the parquet. 

*1 command you. Sister, to answer me ’ 

There is no reason,’ whispered the novice. 

‘Then eat up your food m future,’ ordered the nun ‘Do you 
■want to make a skeleton out of yourself?’ And she added more 
easily, ‘Don’t you know nght well I’m supposed to brmg you 
home as plump as a duck^’ 

The novice raised two large, sad eyes 

‘Sister Patrick,’ she begged, ‘I will obey if you command me. 
But I want to do penance for my sms, and for the sms of the 
world I feel I have received a higher command ’ 

‘What higher command?’ blustered the old woman, taken 
aback. ‘What on earth are you talking about. Sister?’ 

Teresa sighed. 

‘The sms of the world are all about us,’ she smiled sadly T see 
them every mght from my window, across the water, in the dens 
and gambling houses All ht up like the fires of Hell to lure poor 
souls astray. I dreamed the first mght I came here that the Devil 
hves over there I saw his red eyes in the aur I saw that this con- 
vent was put here specially to atone for the vnckedness that sur- 
rounds It’ 

‘Holy Mother!’ cried the nun ‘What are you talking about 
girl? Sister Teresa, let me tell you that if you ate a proper sup- 
per . And by the same token, miss, no wonder you have dreams 
if you sleep on the laths of your bed Do you,’ she threatened, 
'sleep on the laths of the bed?’ 
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once more hung her head, and once more she had to 
De bullied into replying. 

I do, Sister/ she confessed unhappily. 

^ ^ ^8ht have you to be 

g mg on with these Andrew Martins off of your own bat? You 

vmt^ ^ must ask permission of your supenor before 

Ll'c fl reminds me,* she cried, grabbing the 

^ s flank, and then standing back from her in horror, with her 

g y mouth open. Tou haven*t a stitch on you I Go upstairs 
once, miss, and dress yourself properly. Til be after you m 

Mnutes. Im worn out and tormented with your vagaries 1 
len times I told Mother Mary Mell . . .* 

pointed upstairs - a figure of justice. 

old m went, tearful, head hanging. In two minutes the 

on thT the door of the ceU. The girl lay 

evpc arms stretched out like a cruafix, her dilated 

room ni^ ^ j vision over her head. The old nun entered the 
room, closed the door, and thundered : 

Get up out o’ that I’ 

The novice did not move. 

obey me woman, pale as a sheet. TIow dare you dis* 

^ if a wind had ruffled her spirit. With 
down The h Patrick walked over and looked 

and-white hi dark in that pale pmk- 

electiic liahf t' up at the 

below the wind ° “ across the bed. A hissmg suspuatioa 

fcglTblS >>7 *e little groan ofZgiavel , 

aecf^^fh u shmy brorm- 

^ earwig ! Chiubing mto your earl’ 

loofedTt'i^^offlefi^alaTe'^Th' 

said I “ their eyes. At the door, Patnc 

fil Wait in the garden.’ i 

-unp eta silence they walked four miles that aftemoon. The J 
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“^did the same the following morning. That was them last full day. 
On the final afternoon Patrick spoke : 

‘We will be m Saint Anthon^s tomorrow mght. Do you know, 
^yet, my dear, if you have a vocation?* 

' ^ 'I have deaded to jom the Carmehtes,* said the novice, 
r They halted They looked across the sea wall mto the blue of 
-Dmard. A few hghts were already sprmgmg up over there - the 
2’first dots m the long golden necklet that already they had come to 

1 know so well. A lone sea gull squawked over the glassy water. The 

2 sunset behind the blue pinnacles of the resort was russet. 

1 ' ‘And what’s wrong with your own order, Sister dear?’ asked 
Patrick of the vacancy before her. 

‘1 feel, dear Sister Patnck,’ judged the novice, starmg ahead of 
:;her, ‘that it is too worldly.’ 

/ ‘How is It too worldly ? ’ asked Patnck m a whisper. 
j ‘Well, dear Sister Patnck,’ pronounced the novice, T see, for 
^ example, that you all eat too much.’ 

The httle wavelets fell almost maudibly, drunken with the 
fullness of the tide, exhausted and soothed by their own comple- 
tion. 

j 1 shall tell Mother Mary MeU that you think so,’ whispered 
, Ihe o|d nun 

‘There is no need, dear Sister It will be my duty to tell her 
I myself. I will pray for you all when I’m m the Carmehtes I love 
you all. You are all kind and' generous But, dear Sister, I feel that 
very few nuns really have the nght vocation to be nuns.' Patnck 
dosed her eyes tightly. The novice contmued : ‘I will surrender 
myself to the divme Love. The death I desire is the death of Love. 
The death of the Cross.’ 

They heard only the baby tongues of the waves The evening 
tar blazed in the russet sky The old nun saw it, and she said, in 
a statement, in part a prayer, in part a retort : 

Sweet Star of the Sea !’ 

Teresa raised her dark eyes to the star and she intoned in her 
|»dish voice the poem of Saint Theme : 

‘Come, Mother, once again, 

Who earnest first to chide. 

Come once again, but then 
To snule — at eventide.’ 
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The old nun fiddled with her beads. She drew long breaths 
through her nose. She tried several times to speak. She gestured 
that they must go back. They turned and walked slowly back to 
the convent, side by side; the old nun as restless as if she were in 
bodily agony, the novice as sedate and calm as a statue. After a 
while Patrick fumbled in her pocket, and found a chocolate, and 
popped it into her mouth. Then she stopped chewmg, and threw 
an eye at her compamon. At the look of intense sorrow in the 
ace beside her, she hunched up her shoulders and as silently as 
she could, she gulped the fragments whole. 

On the journey homeward they did not speak one word to each 
other : all the way to Rouen m the trotting autorail; m the clank- 
ing tram to Dieppe; on the boat; in the English tram. In silence 
t ey arrived at Samt Anthony^s, among the dark beech woods, 
now softly dnppmg, in tune to hear the first hoo-hoo of the 
ow , and to troop in with the rest of the commimity for evening 
chapel. Mother Mary Mell barely had time to ask the old nun 
how she had enjoyed her hohday - that first holiday in thirty-one 
years. Patrick’s eyes fluttered. She recalled the fights of Dinard. 

Tt was lovely, Mother I ’ 

Mary Mell caught the flicker of hesitation. Just as they crossed 

threshold of the chapel, she whispered quickly, 
And Teresa?’ * r ^ 


Patrick, who had been waiting for that question ever smce the 
a a temoon in Samt-Malo, and yet had no answer ready, took 
refuge behmd the chapel’s interdiction of silence. She smiled re- 
as^irmgly, nodded, smiled, nodded again, and then, very solemn 

She said her prayers 

Ima^ra V all that night. She heard every cnck- 

the bird. For what, m the name of 

Med she i “?f T-y “ and turn- 

through a“g3 “”ven) 

gone L thfS "“ybody was awake, a^ 

It that ho^r^e^^h the aVj 

End, and the sleTne^ P°«tion of the Easl 

^ _ ““P'ts nt the parks that she traversed are uni 

If" 
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i wrapping their newspaper blankets A sister-m-law coming out 
i;to collect the morning post found a nun sitting on the doorstep. 
? She had breakfast^ in a tennis frock, along with the family. 

L She saw the convent only once again - about two years later 
: when' she brought her husband to see it As they got out of the 
: tram she looked up into the familiar beeches as the steam of the 
f engine caught in the branches, and she remembered how every 
\ train used to make the woods seem infimtely lonely and the con- 
vent darker and more melancholy, because that white steam sug- 
gested people travelling, and the luxury of the world she had 
r renounced. Her George, who was a Protestant, and who was 
much exated by this expedition, nodded solemnly, and began to 
get an uncomfortable feeling that he was mamed to a nun They 
were entertained politely Old Sister Patnck did not appear As 
they left, the starting train again sent its gushes of steam mto 
the branches, and now those branches again seemed to Teresa to 
clutch not only at the white smoke but at her own heart She felt 
that the woods enclosed a refuge from the world of which she 
had, irrevocably, become a part. As she snuggled down into her 
fur collar she gazed out of her big eyes at her husband, and said, 
With a shake of her little head : 

‘Ah, George I George 1 You wiU never know what I gave up to 
nmrry you!' 

He smiled adoringly at her as, in obedience to a gesture, he 
leaned over to put a cigarette between her rouged lips. 

‘My preaous Teresa,' he murmured softly, and patted her knee. 
She shook her head at him again, with a pitying smile. 

"Has it upset you, my sweet ^ ' he asked dismally. 

Saymg never a word, she kept gazing at him fixedly, as if he 
sre a stranger He huffed, and hawed, and hedged himself hc- 
nd his newspaper, looking as despondent as he considered 
oper For as he explained to his colleagues m the morning, h^is 
fe was ‘a very spintual woman' and on occasions like this she 
tVays made him feel that he had the soul of a hog. 


Unholy Living and Half Dying 


Jacky Cardew is one of those club bachelors who are so well 
groomed, well preserved, pomaded, medicated, and self-cosseted 
that they seem ageless - the sort of fixture about whom his pals 
will say when he comes imstuck around the age of eighty, Teli 
well ! Didn t poor old Jacky Cardew go off very fast in the end?' 
For tlurty years or so he has hved m what are called pnvate 
otels; last winter he said to his friends, ‘Those bloody bps are 
neither pnvate nor hotels, Tm going to take a flat/ What he got 
in the end was the sort of makeshift thmg that goes by the name 
0 a flat in Irish aties — two rooms (that is, one room cut m two), 
^t the W. C. on the ground floor and the bathroom on the top 
oor, and in the bathroom an unpleasant, greasy-loobng 
^ove such as Prince Albert might have unveiled at the Great 
Crystal Palace Exhibition of 1851. 

dehghted. At least he now had privacy. No 
y ved in the house but himself and his own landlady; for a 
ground floor (rather noisy and smelhng of 
kflv r sohators^ offices on the second floor, the old 

ever^^Iu flat, and he hardl; 

Ab^ rent 

and a few February morning jUSt as Jack] 

their last Qam^f settling down for the fourth tune ^ 
was beatme gradually became aware that a dog 

sound then - f floor above. There was no othei 

ram spittmg on^ iif ~ Aio fhck of the cards and tbj 
players. Then u ^^^ow and the shght exclamations of tq 
‘Better go eaJ ^Pping agam. J 

keeping the old ^°^obody said, playing a card, ‘we’j 

They played awake." I 

tune insistent and heard the rapping, thij 

214 Jacky glanced around at the lifted ey^ 



)rows. at Ins wnst watch, at the dying fire, at the drops spark- 
ting on the pane in the arc hght of the square below, and went 
out with the sort of frown he would have turned on a junior 
m the bank who had not been soapy enough Stnfang matches 
he chmbed the stairs The nailheads shone Heanng him stumble 
and curse she called his name, and he made his way towards the 
voice, stoopmg under the great rafters of the attic, elbowing 
aside the damp washing that she had hung there to dry, feeling 
the cold withm a few inches of his poll. He found her room, a 
-bare attic He was affronted by its poverty, its cold stuffiness, its 
-sloping attic window that wept m npples with the hghts of the 
■aty. 

In the matchhght he saw her pale eyes stanng up at him in 
•terror from the pillow, he saw her hollowed cheeks, the white 
beard on her chin; her two pigtads tied with bits of red wool. 
The match burned his fingers Through the dark he heard her 
whisper ; 

‘hh: Cardew, Tm dying.' 

He was so fnghtened that he immediately lit another match 
He was even more fnghtened by what she rephed when he asked 
her if he could call in one of her fnends. 

God help us,' she panted ‘Friends how are ye? I haven't a 
fnend to wet me hps Not a fnend In the world ' 

He raced do^vn the stairs One of his pals was a doctor, he 
went up and examined her, soothed her, came down, said there 
was nothing much wrong with her except old age and perhaps 
a touch of mdigestion, and ordered two aspinns and a liot-water 
bottle on her stomach They made her coiffiortable for the night 
and the party went home, heads down to the ram, shouting 
commiserations aU round 

Jacky came back to his dishevelled room and sat by the cold 
splace He heard every quarter hour strike from the city hall, 
»inetimes bold and clear, sometimes faint and sad, according 
in the mood of the wintry wind He suddenly remembered that 
$15 own mother had gone on a night hke this. He wondered who 
nuld attend to the old woman if she died, and for the first time 
took notice of the family photographs hung around the walls, 
y young men and women and vacant-looking babies Vritii 
tuouths open. There was a big black enlargement of a man 



with a grey moustache and a bald head. He reminded him of old 
Cassidy, his last manager, who now dined regularly every Tues 
day of the year with another retired banker called Eimght. As 
Jacky poked the dead mnders it came to him that Cassidy proh 
ably had no other fnend in the world, and, begod, anyway, once 
you turn fifty what is it but a gallop down the bloody straight? 

At half past three he went up to have another look at her She 
was asleep, breathing heavily. He tned to feel her pulse but 
could not remember what a normal beat is and felt hers was as 
slow as a hearse. He returned to his cold room. The ram still 
spat The square outside shone. He felt a dull pain in his groin 
and wondered, could it be appendiatis? He thought that he 
should have called in the pnest to her and he counted the years 
since he last went to confession. At half past four he had an- 
other look at her and found her breathing easily and deaded 
she was all nght. As he pulled up his pyjamas he gave his 
paunch a dirty look. 

He was awakened at his usual hour by the old lady herself, 
brmgmg him his usual hot cup of tea and buttered toast She 
had a prayer book under one arm and was dressed for the street. 

Good heavens,’ he gulped, T thought you were . . 

Her tall lean body swayed over like a reed with the gusts ( 
laughter. 


Mr Cardew, ’tis well known you can’t kill a bad thmg. Id 
httle hot seat m Purgatory isn’t ready for me yet. Ah, I kn^^ 
I d pay for that load of bacon and cabbage I ate yesterday.* ^ 
inelegant gesture from her stomach to her throat made hu 

hastily lay down the buttered toast. T was all swelled up wif 
it the day long.’ 

Jacky dressed, blaspheming. On his way out he decided t 
ave a serious word with the woman. She had returned hoi 
c ape and was sitting m her kitchen sucking up a big basin o 


IS It an aciurti 


tba^°vm Canty,’ he said severely, 

that you have no friends whatsoever?’ 

best friend an^ friends, Mr Cardew,’ she smiled happily. ' 

pile of prayer hands ( 

them, a pile a fn f i,* must have been about twelv< 

^ black cloth coven 



‘Haven’t I the souls suffering m Purgatory? I have Saint An- 
thony/ Her glance directed his to a big brown-and-cream statue 
on the dresser. ‘And haven’t I the Sacred Heart?’ He eyed the 
red-and-gold statue over the sink with the withered palms of 
last Easter crossed before it. ‘Look at the Little Hower smiling 
at me. And what about Saint Joseph and Samt Momca ?’ 

Jacky’s head "^as going around like a weathercock. 

‘And amn’t I only after commg m from praying to the Left 
Shoulder? Fnends, Mr Cardew?’ 

She smiled pityingly at him He strode out, to prevent himself 
from saying, ‘Then why the hell didn’t you call on them last 
mght instead of rapping me up to you?’ Instead he took it out 
of his secretary at the bank. 

Ture damn superstition, that’s what I caU It. Crawthumpm’ 
by day and beUyachm’ by night The usual Irish Miserere AH 
based on fear of heU-ffre and damnation. It would turn any- 
body into an atheist I’ 

The girl talked up to him; they almost quarrelled; she told 
mm he should be ashamed of himself; she even told him his 
^y^ would come’; she drove him beside himself by telhng him 
she would pray for him’. At lunch he got mto a violent argu- 
ment about religion during which he kept on using the word 
Bemghtedl BemghtedI’ He was still at it that night m the 
ub, but he had to go easy there as most of the members were 

•^ghts of Columbanus and busmess is busmess. He took the 
middle hne of : 

, ‘Mmd you, I have a great regard for what I call real religion. 

I And, mind you, I’m no saint I’m honest about that. Though I 
^Ppose Pm no worse than the general run, and maybe a bit 
her if the truth were told. And I’ll say this for it, rehgion is 
a great consolation for old age. But if rehgion doesn’t go with 
^character ~ character first and before all - then it crumbles away 
|nto formalism and superstition I’ 

A ^hey all considered it safe to agree with that He surveyed 
cards contentedly. 

^ 1 Maguire ’ 

found himself stroUmg homewards with Maguire: a 
^pntle night after all the ram, and a dehcate sprmg touch m the 
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"We won't know where we are now/ said Maguire, 'until 
Easter is on us/ And he gave an uncomfortable little laugh. 

'What's the joke?' 

'Wisha, I was just thinking there tonight when you were 
gassing about rehgion that . . . begod, do you know, 'tis a year 
since I was at confession. With Easter coming on now I suppose 
we 11 have to get the ould skillet cleaned again. Easter duty, you 
know. Wliere do you go^ I always pop up to Rathfamham to 
the S.J 's. Men of the world. Nobody hke 'em.' 

‘I usually go there, too,' bed Jacky. Tou can talk to those 
fellows ' 


And he began to wonder, would he or would he not make a 
dash for it this year? 

On the Thursday of Holy Week, just after midmght, Jacky 
an the boys were in the middle of a hot game of nap when a 
famt knockmg percolated through the ceiling. 

^0 bloody fear,' he grunted. 'Once bitten, twice shy. More 
cod actmg.' 

They gathered up their hands and began to play. Through 

the slap of the cards the rapping came agam, this time more 
laintly. 

That one, now . . said Jacky. Tou play, Jim. That one . . . 

, ave you nothing but the ace^ That one is a typical e 3 
amp e o the modem Irish Crawthumper Behind all this piety 
e eye you me ... Who said I reneged? What are you talkm| 

, ^ ^ ^ ^1^® seven on Redmond's deuce? Behind al 

tlM so-caUed piety there's nothmg but a child's fear of the dark.' 
Maguire laughed at hun. 

^efing about re 

g . The stamp of the Church is on you. Tis on all of us 
th^/lT the day you were bom and sooner or later 

Mark mv ^ ^ 

aU armmrl^^^ ' ^^y ^^ve holy pictures 

" - y-' 

year hs'/ ^ fellow who barely confessed once a! 

‘Stnn w talkmg as if he were a blooming samt. 

allyomg^^wh And, anyway, with 

.. ^ gutt, when were you at confession last, IT like to know?' 



Maguire laughed smugly. 

‘I don’t m the least mmd telling you. I was there three days 
ago. A grand old pnest.’ He choked his fingers and looked 
around him at the group. He let me off like that I think if I’d 
told him I’d committed murder aU he’d say would be, "Any 
Other httle thing troubling you, my duld ^ 

They laughed approvmgly. 

Ah, there s nothmg like an S J / Maguire went on. listen. 
Old ye ever hear the one about the fellow that went to confes- 
aon the time of the troubles here and said, “Father, I shot a 

"'My 

^d, says he, “you may omit your vernal sms.” Honest to 
tiod, I beheve 'tis a fact."" 

Hcy all laughed again although they had heard the yam 
imny fames before: it is the sort of story every hardy sinner 
^ to hear. Through their laughter the knockmg came agam. 
m afraid, Jacky,’ said another of them, a commeraal named 
van, you’ll have to have a look at the ould geezer.’ 

^ ^ ^ cbmbed to the 

? ^ match and gave one look at her and at once 

e knew that she was bad. Her forehead was beaded. Her chest 
rose and fell rapidly. 

^ Cardew. I’m finished. Get me the pnest. For God’s sake.’ 
Certainly. Right away And I’ll get the doctor.’ 
e relted down the stairs and burst m on them 
d, lads, ’tis no joke this time. She’s for it. I can tell it. I 
^ see It. Maguire, run out for the pnest like a good man Sul- 
^ telephone down by the kiosk, call the doctor, get 
1?^' ^^^7/ Casey, any of ’em Hurry, hurry 1 ’ 
sin f ^ whiskey, but she was too weak to 

he !• pnest came, a young man with the sad eyes and 

^ head of a Samt Francis, the gamblers huddled outside 
[Bast^^ rafters, lookmg through the skylight at the wide 
They were all middle-aged men, younger than 

L j ’ ^mspered Maguire, ‘ ’fas tme. Just as the old pnest told 
hour ’ ^ ^ 

< J/Tl 

a terrible winter,’ whispered Sulhvan. T never saw so 
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many people popping off. I see where old Sir John Philpott 
went off yesterday/ ^ 

‘Ah, God, no?' begged Jacky, shocked at the news. Ton don't 
mean PMpott of Potter and Philpott's? I was talking to him m 
the dub only three days ago.' (He said it as if he were affronted 

‘n u ^ previous warning of the event.) 

But he was a comparatively young man! Was he sixty-two 
itselir 


^eart, whispered Wilson. ‘He went off very fast m the end.' 
^ere today,' sighed Maguire, ‘gone tomorrow.' 

bod^'^ murmured Sulhvan. ‘No trouble to any- 

That is, whispered Maguire, ‘provided our ticket's been 
punched for -' And he pointed respectfully upwards. ‘I heard a 
preac er say one time that he knew a man who came mto his 
coiff^ion tox after being twenty years away. He said he had 
fingers and said the Absolve te' — here Maguire 
Mted h^ ^0 first fingers - ‘when the man dropped dead at his 
^ T ^ There was a close shave for you I' 

Jac^ moved uneasily; he knew the story was just a preacher's 
yarn, but he had not the spmt to say it. 

The best death of all,' murmured Sullivan, ‘is the soldier's I 

CTA ^ battle, a priest can give a whole regiment a 

ra a ^ ution, and if a man is killed he goes straight up to 

^ven. That's what makes Irishmen such good soldiers. 
Straight up to Heaven ! ' 

fen^^^^ ^ attack, said Jacky judiaously, ^not so good m de- 

And tha^s why ! said Sulhvan ‘And, what's more, I wouldn't 

English are better on the de- 

divil hke a 

for q m what was commg after ? Death has no terrors 

lor a man in a situation like that ' 

facK dimmed the moon Then aU theiri 

vo^e r The pnesPs 

voice murmured softly. ^ 

pared time/ said Jacky. ^And it isn^t/ he whis^ 



A lovely 

‘So It is/ said Wilson. 'Good Fnday I' 

TM aU sighed deeply. The pnest came out, stoopmg under 

Magmre Ved hmt 

hm T I*”'”! ^ ^ Jacky sCwed 

to out, and as he walked away the doctor came do™ S 

'^0 Donum. We can’t hve forever. The works give out - 

teUy. The headlamps whirled and the car purred away across 
someWy ninnmg away with 

b/ih^ left alone in his room. He sank into an armchair 
life wisT? wmdow. The sprmg mght was gentle The blood of 
nlar.^ f‘“0“gl> everything Even ’the three old London 

Lh of the square had then little throb and the 

dehcately transparent as if with youth, 
anvf-li ^ began to cncle the room He had never seen 

me at It seemed to him, as those little babies gaz- 

He w parted, 

chinm^ again over the shining roofs and the blank 

t{jg ^ as if a shutter flicked he felt for one moment 

years ^^ncy and loneliness of his life and saw it, as the 
^ben becoming more lonely and more empty And 

^ould gone, that moon out there, the old trees below, 

hvely there, still throbbing A httle wind scumed fur- 

i low square He looked at the decanter 

anywa ^ ^ tomorrow 

s^nmf Paused before the black enlargement Good fnday 

-biue n niore day to Easter A veined red face wth a 

It ruffled hair, bags under the eyes was looking 

^mbl mirror. He licked his bps and got a 

>tart ^ ^ ^ mouth and felt an uneven thumping m his 

He 

^t down heavily by the open wmdow, before the moon's 
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indifferent beauty, and began to go back over the years. There 
were a couple of thuigs it wasn^t going to be too easy to . . . 

^ Not, mind you,' he assured the empty square, with bravado, 
that Im going to hand myself over to some bogtrot from the 
County Meath. Pick the nght man and . . ‘‘Well, Father," he 
rehearsed, flicking a grain of ash from his pants and pulling his 
ear, I m afraid, er. I've got more than a few little peccadilloes 
to tell you. We're only human. Father. Children of Adam, and 
all to that and so on " That was the ticket. Frank and open. 
Two men of the world. “Of course, there's been a spot of liquor, 
Father. And, er . . . Well, er . . . I mean, er . . ’ Jacky coughed 
and ran his finger around inside his collar. This thing was 
gomg to take a bit of doing. He closed his eyes and began to 

think of aU those nights that had seemed such grand nights - 
at the time. 

When he opened his eyes again the sun was warm on his face, 

e square was gay with sunlight, somebody was shabng his 

s oulder. It was his landlady smilingly handing him his tea and 
buttered toast. 

^ Cardew,' she cackled, 'since I didn't go last night 
I’ll hve to be a hundred 1' 

As Jacky looked bleanly down at the three plane trees the 
nu^ry of the night flooded on him. He gave her one maddened 
look, banged down the cup, and started up to teU her just what 
he thought of her. An unholy gnpe pierced a red-hot needle 
through the small of his back. 

Oh, Mr Cardew, what on earth made you sit by the open 
window!’ j r 

But new the pain ran across the back of his neck, and with a 
an to s back and a hand to his neck all he could do was to 
crawl away moaning and cursing to his bed. 

^ he lay there through the hohdays he found himself bemg 
cosseted as he had never been in his life before She 
^ e h^ back and she rubbed his chest and she brought hiiD 
0 punch and fed him with Easter dehcaaes until, gradually, 

ladv^T' 1,^ that he would be a fool to change his land- 

jjj 1, ^ same time, and especially on Easter Sunday morn- 

hart the sun slanting warmly across his chest, his 

his head, smokmg his after-breakfast cigarette, his 



Sunday paper on his lap, listening to the silvery bells of all the 
churches of the aty, he was aware of a certain slight feeling of 
discomfort - nothing much, just a coiled shadow at the back of 
his mmd, the merest hmt of apprehension. Cautiously he turned 
his stiff shoulders to look at the mantelpiece where she had 
placed a httle spray of palm in a glass vase, and beside it a little 
glass bowl of holy water. He grunted as he considered them. 
He'd get nd of those thmgs all nght when he got on his feet 
again ! Just then he remembered Maguire, and all that about the 
stamp bemg on you. He snuled uncomfortably Oh, well ! He 
flicked his ash on the carpet. Some day, no doubt Some day. 

How lovely the sun was. It was mce to hear all the footsteps 
across the square below, going to Mass. Their shadowy reflec- 
tions passed softly on the ceilmg, and the silvery bells went on 
callmg everybody to be happy because Christ was risen. 

He took up the paper and began to study form. 



Up the Bare Stairs 


A pity beyond all teUing is hid m the heart of love. 


e way from Dublin my travelling companion had not 
^ en a ozen words. After a casual interest in the country- 
e as we eft Kmgsbridge he had wrapped a rug about his legs, 

settled into his comer, and dozed. 

He was a bull-shouldered man, about sixty, with coarse, sal- 
y ^ with pores, furrowed by deep lines on either 

° mouth: I could imagine him dragging these httle 
liA ^ shaving. He was dressed so conventionally that 

an ^ a shopwalker, a shipowner, or 

an old-toe Shakespearian actor: black coat, striped trousers, 

grey spats white shp inside his waistcoat, butterfly collar folded 
deeply, and a black cravat held by a gold clasp with a tmy dia- 


rinl^!i W: te wore an amethyst 

hnicli a ig as a bishops. His temples were greymg and 

b^ed up m^o sweepmg wings - wherefore the sugg^tion 

with tl, ‘n ® d leather Lt case 

an Enolfi!™ ^ -JN. m Gothic lettering. He was obviously 
the stea f "u ° crossed the rught before. Even when 
sweemno*.” e trto lifted to show the black January clouds 
by his Jr Galtees, and a splash of sleet hit the wmdow 

Sck Ms h E fu f f ^ ^‘“Odlder. As he received 

^id to w»d r' f “ Cork?- He 
*■ Its distmrti ^ Coxkman can say it, givmg the 

‘Cohk’ Hew ^ ^ delicate palatal tnll, not saying "Corrrk’, or 

^^®^,^^^^^takablyaCorkoman. ^ 

on the hack from tea to find him stretching bis 

^"^^Ptoorm and takmg notice. He had boifght the Ln- 



ing paper and was tapping his thigh with it as he watched, with 
a quizzical smile, two tipsy old countrymen in anuable dispute, 
nose to nose, outside the bar. A JSne man on his feet/ at least 
SIX foot two. I bought a paper, also, at the bookstall and as we 
went on our way we both read. 

My eye floated from a headmg about a hcensmg case - the 
usual long verbatim report, two men found hidmg under the 
stairs, SIX men with bottles in the stable, much laughter m court, 
and so on - to a headhne beside it: corkman in birth- 
day HONOURS LIST. The paragraph referred to Tranas 
James Nugent, Baronet : for War Services.’ I looked across at him. 

Thd you say somethmg ? ’ he asked. 

TIo, no I Or, rather, I don’t think so.’ 


Tretty cold,’ he said, in a fnendly way. Though I will say 
one thmg for the G S JR , they do heat their trains ’ 

Tes, It’s mce and warm today. They’re not, of course, the 
G.S.R now, you know. They’re called Corns lompair Eireann.’ 
‘Whaf s that ? Irish for G.S Jl. ?’ 

‘More or less.’ 


We talked a bit about the revival of the language Not that he 
was mterested, but he was tolerant, or perhaps the right word 
IS mdifferent. After a bit I said : 

*1 see there’s a Corkman m the new honours list.’ 


‘Oh?’ 


I glanced up at the rack and said, with a grm ; 

*1 see the imtials on your hatbox.’ 

He chuckled, pleased. 

T suppose I'd better plead guilty.’ 

Gongratula tions.’ 

Thank you ’ 

‘What does it feel like 

He glanced out at the wheeling fields, with their lochs of water 
and cowenng cattle, and then looked back at me wth a cymcal 
smile. 


‘It doesn’t feel any different. By the tune you get it you’ve 
pretty well enjoyed everything it stands for Still, it helps ’ 

J^see from the paper that you went to the same school as my- 

Are you the old Red and Green, too ?’ 
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Up the Abbey P 

He laughed, pleased again. 

T)oes all that go on just the same as before?* 

‘It goes on. Perhaps not just the same as before." 

We talked of West Abbey. I knew none of the men he knew, 
but he thawed out remembering them. 

photographs still in the mam hall? Chaps in 
me Indian Civil, the Canadian Mounted, the Navy, the Indian 
rohce ? God, I used to stare at them when I was a kid." 

They've been replaced by Confirmation groups 
aU weanng holy medals.' 

He made a bored face. 

I su^ose m those days you little thought you'd be coming 
back to Cork one day as Sir Pranas Nugent.' 

He peered at me through his agarette smoke and nodded 
sagely. 

‘I ^ew.’ 

‘You did!' 


I But I had a 

pretty good idea.' 

n he leaned forward and let down all his reserves. As he 
Sank. He was at the favourite theme of every 

^ 0“ I felt 

^ anyone, and before he 

fimahed I could only guess why he chose to tell me now. 


BoiTri^”'^’ ‘P extraordinary the things that set a feUow 
in tu vl somewhere. merely that, but 1 

w^ 111 1 Itour, I made up my ^md 1 

or fifteenHlfl*'''l- ^ ^ “°re than fourteen 

simple as i I *-ertaiuly not more than fifteen. It was as 

toe m“ tl' %ers. ‘It was all on account of a 
us. He’s gone to r d ° monks who was teachmg 

Be was the mcest Ittll ^ 

Cheeks as red a ™ whole school Very handsome. 

most perfect tefPr?^ black hnstly hair, blue eyes, and the 

absolutely full nf i between a man's bps. He was 

W and that’s ^ 

tnafs probably why we got on so weU wi4 him. I’ve 



seen him get as much fun out of solving a quadratic equation or 
a problem m Euchd as a kid with a new toy. He had a marvel- 
lous tnck of flinging his cappa over one shoulder, shoving his 
two wrists out of his sleeves like a conjurer, snapping up a bit 
of chalk and saying, “Watch what Fm gomg to do now,” that 
used to make us sit bolt upnght in our desks as if . . well, as if 
he was gomg to do a conjurmg tnck. And if you cnuld only 
have seen the way he’d kick ball with us m the yard - you know, 
the old yard at the back of West Abbey - aU we had was a lump 
of paper tied with twine - shoutmg and raang like any of us. 
He really was a good chap. We were very fond of him. 

Too fond of him. I’ve often thought. He knew it, you see, 
snd it made him put too much of himself mto everything we 
did And the result was that we were next door to helpless with- 
out him He made us depend on him too much Perhaps he 
wasn't the best kin d of teacher, perhaps he was too good a 
teacher - 1 don’t know - have it whichever way you like If he 
was tued, or had a headache, or sagged, we sagged If he was 
away sick and somebody else had to take charge of us we were 
a set of duffers. They could be just as cross as he was - he was 
very severe, he’d take no excuses from anybody — or they could 
be as merry as he was * it just wasn’t the same thing They had 
a job to do, and they did the best they could, but with him it 
wasn't a job, it was his life, it was his joy and his pleasure You 
could tell how much the fellows hked him by the way they'd 
crowd around him at play hour, or at the end of the holidays 
to say good-bye. 

One particularly nice thing about him was that he had no 
favourites, no pets, as we used to call them Did you call them 
that m your time? But he was - what shall I say ^ - more than 
s httle partial to me. And for a very, if you like to call it, silly 
reason In those days, you see, pohtics were very hot m Cork 
city, very hot, very passionate Of course, they were the old 
ifsh Party days, long before your time, when pohtics were 
taken much more seriously than I’ve ever seen them taken any- 
where else. John Redmond had one party caUed the Molly 
Maguires, and WiUiam O'Bnen had another party called the 
^ lor Irelanders Mind you, if you asked me now what it was 
all about I’d find it very hard to tell you, because they were all 
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W O agreed about 

clashes bftte!^ u“ a*® "'S'’^- Baton charges, 

aents OnT ^1,7 1 ’ cashed on the pave- 

coTOan tTL a ^ ^ B>g sifoot 

land right on top of a7S>'.““^ 

as3med7bo7 '^7-u ^ y°" Be was just 

was 2 a “ Be ^ about everytLg else. a,!d I 

totet leIio!.H^“ ‘Bat my father was one of the 

ing wouTdl^ An T u "‘y And, of course, noth- 

the class mto7r®li° B°Btics mto class. He’d divide 

Euchd or ‘>“‘5 '^Ben we’d be doing 

and he’d work uo^T^ ^e other, 

clambennu acrncc^ u a^citement until the fellows would be 

we’d glare at b. 'at down his side 

and if he scored a ‘° “aght, 

m an Ah Ireland iS ^ him as if he’d kicked a goal 

Eighth Proble7 “ happened. We were at the 

was the last man ° t "’anted one pomt to pull even. I 
Angelo shoutina ^ ^ muffed it. And no wonder, with 

AB be placed on ^ Frankie. If 

Go on. If A.B. ” Up the Mollies I Go on, Franfoe. 

vejt^ b!S r“- ^""SBed it off with, "Very good, 

th7ofd Marfefpil Zl is work. t2s isn’t 

‘But hTkt^ 7“- tomorrow,’’ and so on. 

^Pty classrol^psTai^ -7otl ^ ” ‘Be 

and the dusk f^7' “ ‘B" ^ard pickmg up the crusts. 

Word, walkmg uo ^nd^H ^ •’^gdo. never speakmg a 

office As a nde ^ ^ ‘B® *0 room readmg his 

hve o’clock rang i,^‘ ^.at three. He kept me there until 

Bnnself up to the mnn ‘a B° home and went off 

■I walked out n7 .n ‘"'^• 

' Bad had a revolved® ^Blnd him, and at that moment if 
228 ^ Fd have shot hnn. I wouldn^t 


have cared if he'd beaten me black and blue. I wouldn't have 
cared if he'd given me extra work to do at home. He dehberately 
got me into trouble with my father and mother, and what that 
meant he understood exactly Perhaps you don't. You don’t 
know my background as he knew it When I tell you that my 
father was a tailor and my mother was a seamstress I needn’t 
teU you any more. When a fad's mother has to work as hard as 
his father to push him through school you can guess the whole 
picture I don't seem to remember an hour, except for Sundays, 
when one or other, or both, of these machmes wasn't whirrmg 
m that httle room where we lived, down by the distillery, some- 
times until twelve or one o’clock at mght. I remember that day 
as I walked home I kept saymg to myself over and over agam. 
If only my m umm y wasn’t sick ” AU the way Past the distd- 
lery Around by the tannery You possibly know the httle ter- 
race of houses. They’ve been there smce the eighteenth century. 
Dark We had only two rooms. In the hall. I can stdl get that 
stuffy smeU that had been locked up there for a hundred and 
filty years - up the bare stans On the landing there was a tap 
^ppmg mto an old leaden trough that had been there smce 
die year dot I could hear the machine whimng. I remember I 
stopped at the window and picked a dead leaf from the gera- 
niums I went up the last few steps and I lifted the latch My 
father was bent over the machme; specs on his forehead, black 
skeins of thread aroxmd his neck, bare arms My mother was 
^Pped m shawls m the old basket chair before the fire. I could 
draw that room; the two machines, my bed in one comer, my 
dinner waitmg on the table, the tailor's goose heating on the 
niachine stopped. 

‘In the name of God what happened to you, boy?” says my 
rather. “Is there anythmg wrong? What kept you? Your poor 
mother there is out of her head worrymg about you ” 

“‘Ah, I was just kept m, sir,” says I, passmg it off as ainly as 

nre you. Mummy?” 

The old man caught me by the arm. 

*Kept in?" says he, and the way he said it you d think I was 
after coming out of the lockup “Why were you kept m ? ” 

‘ “Ah, 'twas just a bit of Euclid I didn’t know, thaf s all.” 

‘It was only then I noticed that the mother was asleep. I put 



my hand to my lips begging him not to waken her. He let a 
roar out of him. 

Euchd!’^^^ ^sgracel Kept in because you didn^t know your 

^ Frankie?" she says, waking up m a 
fnght.“Whatdidtheydotoyou,boy?" ^ 

Mummy, just that I didn^t know a 
„ Euclid. I had to stay back to leam it.” 

^ '"'Ey didn’t you know your Euc- 

na f and he had me up against the waU and his fist raised. 

fanlc ‘ if was aU Angelo’s 

Mdt AU Fors and 

Hn. ^1 b^ause the AU Fors won he kept me in out of spite. 

^ Mummy, there was nothing else to 

w^*spers the old man. "So it wasn’t only the 

cla^s: Th <^own John Redmond in front of the whole 

Class. That’s what you did, is it?’’ 

"^on’t mind 

RedmoTiH Redmond or any other John 

we slaviTia What are 

vour Zr ^ of It? There’s 

thronati h T y^^rking himself to the bone to send you 
The drk Nothing matters, boy, hut the work I 

work^Zi only the 

Redmond sobbing over it. "But to think of poor John 

there in the^H^e Ireland, standmg up 

even do a of Oimmons, and you - you brat - couldn’t 

Before evervhnrf^i ^ ^ ^our own school 1 

the picture^f TK op to 

and his jowls lie an ^ hooked nose 

gentleman A Z 1 countrywoman. ‘Took at the dacent 

the tips oiZsT^ ^ ^^0. A gentleman to 

sunple sum m P la ®ce ever was one. And you couldn’t do a 
'‘•■^6^^1500“^ a f Th’other fellows could do 

‘And TOth thr.’l? “■ ““ do >t I " 

the fire “ 8*’'® “® * ®”ok that nearly sent me into 
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Tile end of it was that I was on my knees with, my head 
on the mother’s lap, blubbenng, and the old man with his two 
hands up to John Redmond, and the tears flowing down his 
face like ram, and the mother wailmg, “Won’t you promise, 
Franhe, won’t you promise to work, boy?” and I promismg 
and promising anythmg if she’d only stop crying 

That was the moment that I swore to myself to get on. But 
wait i You won’t understand why until I’ve fished. 

The next day Angelo took the same problem, at the same 
hour, and he asked me to do it agam. Now, kids are no fools I 
knew by the look on his face why he asked me to do it 
He wanted to make friends with me, to have everythmg the 
same as if yesterday had never happened. But he didn’t know 
what had happened inside m me the night before I went 
through the problem, step by step — I knew it perfectly — down 
to the Q ED. 

*Now, isn’t it a pity, Frankie,” he says, s milin g at me, "“that 
you wouldn’t do that yesterday?” 

Oh,” I said, m a very lordly, tired voice, “I just didn’t feel 
like it.” 

I knew what was conung to me, and I wanted it, and to make 
sure that I got it I gave him that sort of insolent smile that 
drives grownups mad with children I’ve seen that smile on my 
own children’s faces now and again, and when I see it I have 
to go outside the door for fear I'd knock them the length of 
the room. That is what Angelo did to me I got up off the floor 
2nd I sat back in my place and I had the same insolent smile on 
my face. 

*Now, if you please,” says Angelo, reaching for his cane, 
and he was as white as his teeth, “will you kindly do the next 
problem?" 

I did It, step by step, calm as a breeze, down to the Q E D. 

^ a prepared it the night before. 

“Right,’' says Angelo, and his voice was trembling with rage. 
DothenextpUlem" 

had him where I wanted him He was acting unfairly, and 

Jniew It, and the class knew it. I had that problem prepared 

Inst to tease him I made a couple of shps, but just as he d 
« teaching for the cane I'd correct them I was a beast, but he'd 
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mde me a beast. I did it, down to the Q.E.D., and I smiled at 
him, and he looked at me. We both knew that from that mo- 
ment it was war to the knife. 

I worked that night until twelve o*dock; and I worked every 
nig t until I left school until twelve o'clock. I never gave him a 
c ance. I had to, because until the day I left that place he fol- 
lowed me. He foUowed me into Middle Grade. And into Semor 
Grade. He made several efforts to make it up with me, but I 
wo dn t let him. He was too useful to me the other way. I sat 
for the Civil Service and I got first place in the Bntish Isles m 
L ^^^jects out of five, geometry, chemistry, and history, 
m mathematics, fifth in German. I did worst in German 
because I didn’t have Angelo for German. I think I can say 
wit out arrogance that I was the most brilliant student that 
ever passed out of West Abbey School.’ 

Sir Franas leaned back. 

^ou must have worked like a black.’ 

Idid.’ 


"Well, It was worth it I’ 

looked out over the fields which were now becoming 
our ess in the falling dusk and his voice sank to a murmur, 
as if he were thinking aloud. 

Pe^liaps. I had no youth. For 
out T ^ ^ I worked to get 

mother ? please my mother or my father I hated my 

Thev difl til ated my father from the day they made me cry. 
Thev AiA h fo me that I couldn’t stand up against 

broke mv ^ Angelo planned they’d do. They 

needn’t sa-^^T^ ^ with pity. Oh, I 

hatred u/h hating them. A boy doesn’t nourish 

tfs^wLfh^'^^ ^ ^4 for them. But 

who are weaV everything. A boy can be sorry for people 

can’t love neonr^r respect them. And you 
despised theimlLfs^the^^ ^ ^ 

laughed, a litt/e emh^as whose spirit was ever broken,’ I 
2^2 always broken by pity. Oh, I patched it up 


pretty well. I made a man of myself. Or, rather/ he said with 
passion, ‘with what was left of myself after they'd robbed me of 
my youth that I spent slaving to get away from them.’ 

‘You’d have slaved anyway. You were full of ambition ’ 

‘If I did I’d have done it for ambition alone. I tell you I did 
it for pity and hate and pnde and contempt and God knows 
what other reason. No They broke my spirit all right I know 
It The thmg I’ve put m its place is a very different thing I 
know It. I’ve met plenty of men who’ve got along on ambition 
and they’re whole men. I know it. I’m full of what they put 
into me - pity and hate and rage and pnde and contempt for 
the weak and anger against aU bullying, but, above all, pity, 
chock-a-block with it I know it Pity is the most disintegrat- 
hig of all human emotions. It’s the most disgustmg of all hu- 
man emotions. I know it.’ 

"What happened to Angelo ?’ 

*1 don’t know. Nor care. Died, I suppose.’ 

^And . your father?’ 

‘Fifteen years after I left Cork he died, I never saw hun. I 
brought my mother to hve with me m London.’ 

That was good You were fond of her ’ 

‘I was sorry for her That’s what she asked me for when I was 
a boy I’ve been sorry for her all my life. Ah ! ’ 

His eyes ht up. I looked sideways to see what had arrested 
It was the first hghts of Cork, and, mingling with the 
smoke over the roofs, the January night. Behmd the violet hills 
^0 last cmder of the sun made a saffron honzon As the tram 
mared into the tunnel we could see children playing m the 
sheets below the steep embankment, and he was stanng at them 
^ and I must have imagined that I heard their happy 

shouts Then the tunnel opened and swallowed us 

There were no hghts m the carnage All I could see was the 
occasional glow of his agarette Presently the glow moved and 
touched His voice said 

She’s With me on this tram. My mother I’m brmging her 
hack to Cork.’ 

‘Will she hke that?’ 

‘She’s dead ’ 

The tram roared on through the tunnel As we passed under 
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the first tunnel vent a drip of water fell on the roof. The tiny 
glow swelled and ebbed softly, 

Tm very sorry/ 

His voice said, in the darkness : 

T meant to bury her in London. But I couldn’t do it. SiUy, 
wasn’t It?’ 

After a while another drip of water splashed on the roof. The 
windows were grey, 

Tou did the kind thing/ 

His voice was so low that I barely heard it. 

Tjndl’ 

In a few more minutes we were drawing up in steam along- 
side the hghted platform. He was standing up, leaning over his 
hatbox From it he lifted a silk topper and a dark scarf. He put 
on his black frock coat. ^Good-bye,’ he said pohtely, and beck- 
oned for a porter. 

From the platform I watched him walk down towards the 
van where a tiny group already stood waitmg. They 
were all poor people. There was a bent old woman there in a 
black shawl, and three or four humble-looking men in bowler 
hats and caps. As I watched him bow to them and doff his hat 
to the old woman and mtroduce hims elf, the yellow pine-and- 
brass of the coffin was already emerging from the van and the 
undertaker’s men in their brass-buttoned coats were taking it 
from the porters. Among his poor relations he walked reverently> 
bare-headed, out into the dark stationyard. 

Hiey shd the coffin into the motor hearse; he showed his re- 
latives into the carriages, and, stooping, he went in after them, 
^en the httle procession moved slowly out into the streets on 
its way to whatever chapel would take her for the mght into its 
mortuary. 



The Judas Touch 


‘Mummy!’ he screamed from the doorstep as she raced up the 
path for the bus 

‘What IS it?’ she shouted back, halting, fumbling in her hand- 
bag to see if she had her compact She heard the hum of the 
starting bus and raced again for the gate 

Mummy!’ he shouted agam, and went racmg up the path 
after hen 

‘Well?’ she yelled, looking out the gate, and then looking 

back, and then looking out again and putting up her hand to 
stop the bus. 6 6 

Can’t I go to The Bandits of Sherwood Forest?^ 

‘No !’ and she was out through the gate and the gate went 
bang I 

He raced madly up the path and out after her, and clutched 
ber skirt as the brakes whined and the driver glared at her. 

‘Mummy, you promised !’ 

She swept his hand away, furious at the public scene, and 
chmbed on the bus. Then, remembermg that she had promised 

^od that she must make some excuse, she added from the step 
of the bus- 

^fs lent. Nobody goes to movies in Lent ! ’ 

And the bus went on its way He raced, bawling, after it until 
ber promise and his hopes were swept around the comer The 
road was empty He collapsed sobbing on the footpath With the 
his tummy went in and out like an engine He tore penny- 
oaves from the wall He said all the bad words he knew, which 
^re the same bad words we all know only that he did not know 
J^at they meant Lent was foutu 1 He had already given up 
^eets for Lent Sweets were foutus I He had given them up to 


a good little boy Good httle boys were all foutus 
^gged himself up and with one hand he played harp si 


! He 
stnngs 
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of misery along the wall back to the gate. He dragged his feet 
through the gravel of the path to make tram lines. He scraped 
vnth a rusty nail on the new paint of the door. Then he went 
sow y into the breakfast room, where the morning paper stood 
f Upstairs the vacuum cleaner moaned. A sputter 
of March rain hit the windows bnefly. He saw an aged fly make 
smoot anding on the marmalade. His five fingers stole up 
over it and squashed it into the marmalade. He wiped his fingers 
a across the tablecloth. Then he surveyed the table in search of 

SHIot ^ ^ ^ 

T)idshe let you go?' 

la^f^imKfT ^ ask God in your prayers 

to make her let you go?' ^ ^ ^ 

Tou couldn’t have luck.’ And she went off for the dustpan. 

swi<jk ^ upstairs and he heard her swish- 

look at ^ blooming good I' with a qmck 

^Zh ^ that one His eye 

aW r.n fZ" 'he sideboard. His daddy 

as win ^y Mummy, T might 

bit out nf 'hat ould jug.' He surveyed the jug for a 

again nn 1 ^ he looked at the door 

Ihs Lrt thV ha^h to the door, back to the ould jug. 

lustre mil A hercely. He took down the jug - it was pink 

Coed do^"' " V P"' -- the chair ^He 

and said starn?^ ^ ^mees before it, joined his two sweaty palms, 

and said, sta^g earnestly at the pink beUy of 

'h^®* O my good Jug, 

He looked ^ Sherwood Forest at the Plaza.' 

looked aAhema^V^^ out his tongue. He 

tunes ^^ggod his palms at it swiftly, a dozen 

gimme half a dollar.' 

heels and con^'jwLwt upstairs swish-swish. He sat back on bis 
see himself round ^ to ^ho jug to 

himself twice as j r a big face to see 

'■’36 ^ ^^t. Then he bethought himself and 


M .p a «<w i* 

2Lg a 8.** >•“*=““ “* *““* 

funously : 

The next moment he had Ws fist m p,us^ a 

atedly. He pulled out two raffle piece. In two 

foreign coin, a champagne cork, an gagging on his blue 

shak^of a lamb's tad he was - over one 

gaberdme, and out the gate floating a 

eye, pelting up to HryeUed. ‘Busher, I got hall 

tm motorboat m a puddle of water H y g the silver 

a dollar.’ And he hunched up 0 . ^ gusher’s eyes be- 

half CTOwn forward guardedly ui 
came as big as half crowns and at once e 
‘Bandits of Sherwood Forest? 

‘No I’ , j jjjid loundabouts, 

The tm motorboat meant sea, and sand, 

and ice aeam, and swimming, and ho ays. , 

‘Busher, come on and we'll go dow ^ Tver's 

They marched o2 down the hifl of hair, 

erect whip floated over his shoulder , _ ^jn for an hour 
The station was empty; there woul ^ about the plat- 

and five imnutes. They were conten 5 team blowing about 
forms, watching a goods tram shunting, y/eighing machine, 
them, or they jumped up and down on tenpcnce 

and they played with an idle trucK worked it out that 

each, which left tenpence for grub sixpence on 

they could spend fourpence on ice ^ cream at 

lemonade, cakes, and sweets They ri pulled her 

the bookstall, but the woman gave em ^ packet of 

scarf more tightly around her ®**“';^g„,£d things, luNagon d, 
cough lozenges for twopence : , They had a rotten 

flat, stamped Mother Markey's , a quick suck n> 

laste, bke bad licorice. They stuck them wuh <1 

the windows of the carnage. , they said tin-/ 

Long before they came within sig t o _ wind), 
could smell it - cool, damp, deep, ^ unens up long o.lute 
ing; the big green animal of the sea i 
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jaws to swallow you up with a swoosh and a roar, but you al- 
ways run away from it just m time, jumping on the wet sand, 
shnefang and laughing, and then you run in after it until an- 
other long white mouth curls up its jaws to eat you up and spit 
you out and you run away shrieking again. In their joy and 
terror of the millions of long white mouths they climbed on the 
dusty seats of the carriage, and clawed the glass, and hunched 
their shoulders and hissed at one another hke geese. They clung 
their cheeks sideways to the wmdows m order to be, each, the 
first one to shout, ‘I see it V 

When the train stopped they were jolted onto the floor. They 
scrambled up and out, and galloped ahead of the only two other 
travellers, who drove off mto the town on a sidecar, collars up. 
When they reached the embankment above the station they were 
blown back on their heels by the wind. They held on to their 
caps, coats flappmg, bodies bumpmg, lookmg at the waves thun- 
denng on the groanmg gravel, and the dust of the waves in the 
wmd, and every cement-fronted villa boarded up and shmy m 
the spume and the sun. 


‘Come on away up to the merry-go-rounds,^ he screamed, and 
they ran for the end of the prom and the hillock beyond it where 
the roundabouts always stood. All they found was a circle of 
cmders and big pools of water snaked with petrol. When his 
cap blew mto one of those greasy pools he laughed loudly, and 
Busher laughed loudly, and for fun threw his own cap into an- 
other pool. At that they both laughed hke mad 

Come on away up to the ould Crystal Cafe,^ Busher shouted 
into his ear, ‘and we’ll buy the ould lemonade.’ 

They raced one another around the broken wall and up the 
steps to the upper road, shoving, faUmg over one another. In 
t e v/indow of the cafe was a big yeUow-and-black notice TO 
tet a rain squall blasted down on them out of the purple sky. 

^ a whde they hugged back into the shelter of the cafe porch, 
ihen Busher said in a flat voice : 

^ all a bloommg suck-m.’ 

shelter beSt ^ stopped they went slowly to the big tin 
so th t restaurant; it was wide open to the 

They ^|hiv^y m across its concrete was wet with the 
^Sht one bottle of lemonade in the restaurant and 



took it out to tlie long hezch of the shelter, had ^ 

second dog out of die hoitle. They got one laugh on 

fkn the fizz cfoked Bnsher^s nose. Bvery few ^ 

loofs squeaked ahoTe die kecdedrums of another downpo 

ktBushersaid: 

Touandyonrsliag^’ oold cough lozenges I 
Caheit did not say anything. , 

1^ lie had that tuppence now we cxndd buy a cake. 

Calvert did not reply. 

Ton and your swimming P Bush-- 
®«aygo-roundsI Why didn't you 
ood Forest when I asked you ? ' 

^vertsaidnothing to that either. 

Jittgoinghome,* saidBusher and walked o5 to Ihe^ Hsheart 

Calvert watched Mm go away. After a few mm^tes bis 

ro^^Buier was coimng back. m * -nul rune o'clock, 

no tram,' Busker started to wad, ^ ^ 

s only two trains a day in the winter ^ 
idess kwlmfT ot+AT ap.ttinff me into a ni 


b. JVU CJtUiC il lIUliL JKJUJ- 

^ told hum Busker stopped smvelling. you’ll be 

il Calvert 1 You're after praying to the 

fora-a-aUB^etumity r „ jn terror on 

i lie tore out his railvzay ticket and and ran, 

'acrete and ran bawling out into the i.i, ought m bis 

lato the streets of the town, where, ta g to 

he made his way to the bus stop, ns and 

and the conductor, and got earned home, g 

odtune. wind rattled its 

® ^ hammered the convex roof; the like 

of paper went whispering the drums 

; gutters spUled, the Ught feded H lookup 

'gh tide pounding the beach plastered oi 

He rm each time h^ ha“ P a.e res. u- 
®t*ead. At SIX o’clock the woman i ^ ,^roer of 

'=‘®u<mUockednp,andsawbiminthe .39 


shelter. She came over to him, found him shivering, and told 
him to take shelter in the waiting room of the station. 

Nobody had bothered to hght the room. There was nothmg 
there but a pme table, two benches, an empty grate, and a poster 
showmg the Bay of Naples. It was so dark iiat he saw only the 
table and the poster whenever the eye of the lighthouse beam 
from Pitch Pomt looked in through the misted window. He sat 
there until nearly nine o’clock, not darmg to stir, watching and 
watchmg for that peering eye. 

When he got home Ids father rushed at him and shouted at 
hi m to know where the blazes he had been, and his mother was 
crymg, but when they saw the cut of him they stopped. His 
mummy and the maid got a hot bath ready for him before the 
fire, and his da called him ‘old man’ and undressed him on the 
warm hearthrug, and his mummy brought him ui hot chocolate, 
and for the first time that day he suddenly began to cry. As he 
sat m the hot bath and his mummy soaped him they asked him 
agam what had happened to him, and they were so mce about 
it that he began to bawl and he told them aU about the ould jUg. 
His daddy, first, and then his mummy and the maid burst mto 
peal upon peal of laughter, while he sat there in the hot water, 
holding his mug of chocolate, bawling at the cruelty of every- 
thing and everybody who ever had anything to do with him 
smce the day he was bom. 



The Trout 


One of the jSrst places Julia always ran to when they arrived in 
G — was The Dark Walk. It is a laurel walk, very old, almost 
gone wild; a lofty midnight tunnel of smooth, sinewy branches. 
Underfoot the tough brown leaves are never dry enough to 
crackle : there is always a suggestion of damp and cool trickle 
She raced right into it. For the first few yards she always had 
the memory of the sun behind her, then she felt the dusk closing 
swiftly down on her so that she screamed with pleasure and 
raced on to reach the hght at the far end, and it was always ]ust 
^ httle too long in coming so that she emerged gaspmg, claspmg 
licr hands, laughing, drinking in the sun When she was filled 
With the heat and glare she would turn and consider the ordeal 
again. 


This year she had the extra joy of showing it to her small 
rother, and of terrifying him as well as herself. And for him 
fear lasted longer because his legs were so short and she 
gone out at the far end while he was still sCTeammg and 
racmg. 

When they had done this many times they came back to the 
to teU everybody that they had done it. He boasted. She 
locked They squabbled. 

Gry babby I' 

|Tou Were afraid yourself, sp there T 
Won’t take you any more,’ 
lou’re ’ 

T hate 


^ re a big pig/ 


' you. 

were threatening, ao aomabody aaid. ‘D.d you a« the 
j}- She opened her eyea at that and held up her long Imdy 
‘fsmpiaowly and dedded to be incredulous She was twelve 
age httle girls are beginning to suspect moat stonu . 

“y have already foimd out too many, from Santa Qaiis to the 

/ 1 



stork. How could there he a well I In The Dark Walk? That she 
had visited year after year? Haughtily she said, ‘Nonsense/ 

But she went back, pretending to be going somewhere else, 
and she found a hole scooped in the rock at the side of the walk, 
choked with damp leaves, so shrouded by ferns that she un- 
covered It only after much searching. At the back of this httle 
cavern there was about a quart of water. In the water she sud- 
denly perceived a panting trout She rushed for Stephen and 
dragged him to see, and they were both so exated that they were 
no longer afraid of the darkness as they hunched down and 
peered m at the fish panting m his tmy prison, his silver sto- 
mach gomg up and dovra like an engme. 

Nobody knew how the trout got there. Even old Martm in 
the kitchen garden laughed and refused to beheve that it was 
there, or pretended not to believe, until she forced him to come 

down and see. Kneeling and pushing back his tattered did cap 
he peered m. 

‘Be cnpes, you’re right. How the divil in hell did that fella 
get there?’ 

She stared at him suspiciously. 

Jou knew?’ she accused; but he said, ‘The divil a’ know,’ 
and reached down to hft it out, Convmced, she hauled him 
back. If she had found it, then it was her trout. 

Her mother suggested that a bird had carried the spawn. Her 
lather thought that m the winter a small streamlet might have 
came it down there as a baby, and it had been safe until the 
su^er came and the water began to dry up. She said, ‘I see,' 

W again and consider the matter m private. 

er brother remamed behmd, wanting to hear the whole story 
0 e trout, not reaUy mterested m the actual trout but much 
ereste m the story which his mummy began to make up for 

TrZr Trout and Mammy 

‘ ' retailed it to her she said, Tooh ’ 

tion ^ trout was always m the same posi- 

np anH ^om to turn; all the time the silver beUy went 

he ate. was motionless. She wondered what 

hathe to ^<^een visits to Joey Pony and the boat, and a 

dovoi bits nf ^ thought of his hunger She brought him 

^ aougli, once she brought him a worm. He ignored 



the food. He just went on panting. Hunched over him she 
thought how all the winter, while she was at school, he had been 
in there. All the winter, in The Dark Walk, ail day, all mght, 
floating around alone. She drew the leaf of her hat down aroimd 
her ears and chin and stared. She was still thinkmg of it as she 
lay m bed. 

It was late June, the longest days of the year The sun had 
sat still for a week, burning up the world Although it was after 
ten o’clock it was still bnght and stdl hot She lay on her back 
under a smgle sheet, with her long legs spread, trying to keep 
cool. She could see the D of the moon through the fir tree — 
they slept on the ground floor. Before they went to bed her 
mummy had told Stephen the story of the trout agam, and she, 
ni her bed, had resolutely presented her back to them and read 
her book But she had kept one ear cocked 

And so, in the end, this naughty fish who would not stay at 
home got bigger and bigger and bigger, and the water got 
^ller and smaller. . 


Passionately she had whirled and cried, *Miimmy, don’t make 
It a homble old moral story I’ Her mummy had brought in a 
fairy godmother then, who sent lots of rain, and filled the well, 
and a stream poured out and the trout floated away down to the 
^ver below Staring at the moon she knew that there are no such 
ngs as fairy godmothers and that the trout, down in The 
ark Walk, was pantmg like an engine She heard somebody 
^'vmd a fishing reel Would the beasts fish him out ! 

She sat up. Stephen was a hot lump of sleep, lazy thing The 
Walk would be full of httle scraps of moon She leaped up 
and looked out the window, and somehow it was not so hght- 
some now that she saw the dim mountains far away and the 
T ^ ^ against the breathing land and heard a dog say ar 
Quietly she hfted the ewer of water and chmbed out the 
'^ndow and scuttled along the cool but cruel gravel down to the 
of the tunnel. Her pyjamas were very short so that when 
t ^^^hed water it wet her ankles She peered into the tunnel. 

ahve rustled inside there. She raced in, and up and 
^ she raced, and flurried, and cned aloud, ‘Oh, gosh, I can 
It,' and then bt last she did Kneehng do^vm in ^^^np 
m her hand into the slimy hole. When the body lashed 


243 



they were both mad with fright. But she gripped him and 
shoved him into the ewer and raced, with her teeth ground, out 
to the other end of the tunnel and down the steep paths to the 
river's edge. 

All the time she could feel him lashing his tail against the side 
of the ewer She was afraid he would jump right out. The gravel 
cut into her soles until she came to the cool ooze of the river’s 
bank where the moon mice on the water crept into her feet. She 
poured out, watching until he plopped. For a second he was 
visible m the water. She hoped he was not dizzy. Then all she 
saw was the ghmmer of the moon in the silent-flowing nver, 
the dark firs, the dim mountains, and the radiant pomted face 
laughmg down at her out of the empty sky. 

She scuttled up the hill, in the window, plonked down the 
ewer, and flew through the air like a bud into bed. The dog said 
bark-bark She heard the fishing reel whirrmg. She hugged her- 
self and giggled. Like a nver of joy her hohday spread before 
her. 

In the morning Stephen rushed to her, shouting that 'he’ was 
gone, and askmg ‘where’ and ‘how’. Lifting her nose in the au 
she said superciliously, ‘Fairy godmother, I suppose?’ and 
stroUed away patting the palms of her hands. 



The Fur Coat 


When Maguire became Parliamentary Secretary to the Mimster 
for Roads and Railways his wife wound her arms around his 
Deck, hfted herself on her toes, gazed mto his eyes and said, 
adonngly : 

‘Now, Paddy, I must have a fur coat/ 

'Of course, of course, me dear,' Magmre cned, holding her out 
from him admiringly; for she was a handsome little woman stiU, 
in spite of the greying hair and the first hint of a stoop 'Get two 
fur coats I Switzer’s will give us any amount of tick from now 
on’ 

MoUy sat back mto her chair with her fingers clasped between 
her knees and said, chidingly : 

‘You thmk Pm extravagant I ’ 

‘Indeed, then, I do not We've had some thm tunes together and 
It's about tune we had a bit of comfort m our old age 1 d like to 
see my wife m a fur coat. I'd love to see my wife take a shme out 
of some of those straps m Grafton Street - pamted jades that 
never hfted a finger for God or man, not to as much as mention 
word Ireland By all means get a fur coat Go down to 
^tzePs tomorrow mommg,’ he cned with all the innocence of a 
v/arm-hearted, inexpenenced man, ‘and order the best fur coat 
«at money can buy/ 

Molly Maguire looked at fiim with affection and imtation. 
years had polished her hard - politics, revolution, husband 

and out of prison, children reared with the help of relatives 
2nd Pnsoners' Dependents' funds You could see the years on her 

get tips, too pink, too coarse, and m her diamond-bnght eyes 

I^2ddy, you big fool, do you know what you'd pay for a mink 
^2t? Not to mention a sable? And not as much as to whisper the 
'^ord broadtail?' 

% a hundred quid,’ said Paddy, manfully. ‘What's a hundred 



quid^ 111 be handling millions of pubhc money from now on. I 
have to think big." 

She rephed in her warm Limerick singsong; sedately and 
proudly as befitted a woman who had often, m her father's 
co^try store, handled thousands of pound notes. 

Do you know, Paddy Maguire, what a reaUy bang-up fur coat 
co^ cost you ^ It could cost you a thousand guineas, and more/ 

One thousand guineas? For a coat? Sure, thafs a whole 
year’s salary.’ 

‘It is.’ 


Paddy drew into himself. ‘And,’ he said, in a cautious voice, ‘is 
tnat the kind of coat you had in mmd 

laughed, satisfied at having taken him off his perch, 
erra , not at aU. I thought I might pick up a mce little coat 
or, ^yt)e, thirty or forty or, at the outside, fifty quid. Would 
that be too much?’ 

Go down to Switzer’s in the morning and bring it home on 
your back.’ ^ 


But, even there, she thought she detected a touch of the bravo, 
s it fie was stiU feeling himseH a great feUow She let it pass She 
said sfie might have a look around. There was no hurry. She did 
matter agam for quite fifteen minutes. 

I’m ^ 11 ^' About ^that fur coat. I smcerely hope you don’t think 

^ow could you be vulgar?’ 

«0«VOTU nche. I don’t want a fur coat for show-off.’ 
a fur coat?’*"^^’*^ eagerly. Do you know the reason why I want 


Do keep you warm. What else?’ 

must rell??’ 1°°’ ^ y^-' she agreed shortly “But you 

and Lcepaont ^ asked out to parties 

‘I see - 1 haven’t a rag to wear I’ 

X^ok ’ *’“* ^ -hd not see 

old tune I (JOS' -^^5 ^ something I can wear any 

hffly-) ‘I want to li ’'kf grandeur.’ (This very scom- 

diessed as anybodv^ ®“d be as weU 

hir coat.’ ^ thmg under a 

B^od idea. He considered the matter as judi- 



riously as if he were considering a memorandum for a projected 
by-pass She leaned back, contented, with the air of a woman who 
has successfully laid her consaence to rest. 

Then he spoiled it all by asking, 'But, teU me, what do all the 
women do who haven’t fur coats?’ 

They dress.’ 

'Dress? Don’t ye all dress?’ 

Taddy, don’t be silly. They think of nothing else but dress. I 
have no time for dressing. I’m a busy housewife and, anyway, 
dressmg costs a lot of money ’ (Here she caught a flicker m his 
eye which obviously meant that forty quid isn’t to be sniffed at 
either ) ‘I mean they have costumes that cost twenty-five pounds 
Half a dozen of ’em. They spend a lot of time and thought over it 
They hve for it. If you were married to one of ’em you d soon 
know what it means to dress The beauty of a fur coat is that you 
can, just throw it on and you’re as good as the best of them. 

‘Well, that’s fine I Get the ould coat ’ 

He was evidently no longer enthusiastic. A fur coat, he had 
learned, is not a grand thing — it is just a useful thing He drew 
^ brief case towards him There was that pier down m Kerry to 
be looked at ‘Mind you,’ he added, ‘it’d be mce and warm, too 
Keep you from getting a cold.’ 

Oh, grand, yes, naturally, cosy, yes, all that, yes, yes 1 

And she crashed out and banged the door after her and put the 
ehildren to bed as if she were throwing sacks of turf mto a cellar. 
When she came back he was poring over maps and speafications 
She began to patch one of the boy’s pyjamas After a while she 
held It up and looked at it in despair She let it smk mto her lap 
3nd looked at the pile of mendmg beside her. 

‘1 suppose when I’m dead and gone the/U mvent plastic 
pyjamas that you can wash with a dishcloth and mend wit a 
lump of glue.’ 

She looked into the heart of the turf fire A dozen pyjamas . . . 
^derwear for the whole house . . . 

Taddy 1" 

'Huh?' 

‘The last thmg that I want anybody to start thmbng is that I, 
hy any possible chance, could be gettmg grand notions.’ 

She watched him hopefully. He was lost m his plans. 
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I can assure you, Paddy, that I loathe - 1 simply loathe all this 
modem show-off/ 

That’s nght/ 

‘Those wives that think they haven’t climbed the social ladder 
until they’ve got a fur coat I’ 

He grunted at the map of the pier. 

‘Because 1 don’t care what you or anybody else says, Paddy, 
there is something vulgar about a fur coat. There’s no shape to 
them PspeaaUy musquash. What I was thinking of was black 
Indian Iamb. Of course, the real thing would be ocelot. But they’re 

much too dear. The real ones. And I wouldn’t be seen dead in an 
mutation ocelot.’ 


He glanced sideways from the table. ‘You seem to know a lot 
He leaned back and smiled benevolently. ‘I never 
im^you were hankering aU this time after a fur coat.’ 

Ml hankenng ! I am not. What do you mean? Don’t 

y I just want something decent to wear when we go out to a 

- h^Tn^gP^^ ^ 

wha^ wrong with that thmg you have with the fur on 
^ ^ what-do-you-cdl-’em. - 

abou*rth!/ For heaven’s sake, don’t be talking 

fourteen v ^““ 7 /°,“/ anything about. I’ve had that for 

own funeS*’*' something me grandmother wore at her 


^laughed Tfou used to hke it’ 
there a“Z« ^ 

is anTdo t ^ ^ How much 


;%hty-£ve or ninety - at the least’ 

Weil, why not?" 

thmk'thatIcLTn^^““/^'n”°”“*^^ 7°" seriously 

W>ih neuom “ “y 

ducing the mer bv frugally drew a hne on the map, re- 

^^eyor let him oL wondered would the county 

Veil th ^ 

e question is: will you be satisfied with the Indian 



lamb? What colour did you say it is? Black? Thafs a very queer 
lamb/ 

Imtably he rubbed out the line. The wretched thing would be 
too shallow at low water if he cut five yards off it. 

'It’s dyed You could get it brown, too,’ she cried Tou could 
get aU sorts of lamb Broadtail is the fur of unborn Persian 
lambs’ 

That woke him up * the good farmer stock in him was shocked. 

TJnbom lambs I’ he cried. 'Do you mean to say that they . / 

'Yes, isn’t it awful? Honest to Heaven, Paddy, anyone thatd 
wear broadtad ought to be put m prison. Paddy, I’ve made up my 
jDnnd I just couldn’t buy a fur coat I just won’t buy it. That’s 
the end of it.’ 


She picked up the pyjamas again and looked at them with moist 
eyes He turned to devote his full attention to her problem 
‘Molly, darhng, I'm afraid I don’t understand what you re 
after. I mean, do you or do you not want a fur coat? 1 mean, 
supposmg you didn’t buy a fur coat, what else could you do ? 

7u5t exactly what do you mean ?’ - very coldly 
T mean, it isn’t apparently necessary that you should buy a fur 
coat I mean, not if you don’t really want to There must be some 
other way of dressing besides fur coats? If you have a scunner 
agamst fur coats, why not buy somethmg else just as good 
There’s hundreds of miUions of other women m the world and 
t^ey all haven’t fur coats.’ 

^ T’ve told you before that they dress 1 And I’ve no time to dress. 

I ve explained all that to you ’ , 3 i, j 

Magmre got up. He put his back to the fire, his hands behind 

a judiaal look on hun. He addressed the room 
‘AU the other women in the world can’t aU have time to dre^- 
There must be some way out of it For example, next monto 
there’U be a garden party up at the President’s house How many 
of aU these women will be weanng fur coats?' He addressed th 
armchair. ‘Has Mrs de Valera time to dress?’ He ^ed and 
leaned over the turf basket. 'Has Mrs General Mulca^ time to 
dress? There’s ways and means of domg everything (He shot a 
Uoick glance at the map of the pier; you could always knock a 
^uple of feet off the width of it ) 'After aU, you've me yo*^* 
that you could purchase a black costume for nventy-five 
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guineas. Is that or is that not a fact? Very well then/ triumph- 
antly, 'why not buy a black costume for twenty-five guineas?^ 

‘Because, you big fathead, Td have to have shoes and a blouse 
and hat and gloves and a fur and a purse and everythmg to match 
it, and Td spend far more in the heel of the hunt, and I haven’t 
time for that sort of thing and Td have to have two or three 
costumes - Heaven above, I can’t appear day after day in the 
same old rig, can I?’ 

‘Good ! Good I That’s settled. Now, the question is : shall we 
or shall we not purchase a fur coat? Now I What is to be said for 
a fur coat ?’ He marked off the points on his fingers. ‘Number one : 
it IS warm. Number two: it wiU keep you from getting cold. 
Number three . . .’ 

Molly jumped up, let a scream out of her, and hurled the basket 
of mendmg at him. * 

‘Stop it I I told you I don’t want a fur coat I And you don’t 
want me to get a fur coat I You’re too mean, that’s what it is I 
And, like all the Insh, you have the peasant streak m you. You’re 
all alike, every bloody wan of ye. Keep your rotten fur coat. I 
never wanted it . . .’ 

And she ran from the room sobbing with fury and disappoint- 
ment. 

“Mean?’ gasped Maguire to himself. ‘To think that anybody 
could say that I . . . Mean ! ’ 

She burst open the door to sob : 

I’ll go to the garden party in a mackintosh. And I hope that’ll 
satisfy you !’ and ran out again. 

He sat miserably at his table, cold with anger. He murmured 
the hateful word over and over, and wondered could there be any 
truth m it. He added ten yards to the pier. He reduced the ten to 

five, and then, seemg what he had done^ swept the whole thing off 
the table. ^ 

them three days to make it up. She had hit him below 

Get and they both knew it. On the fourth morning she found 
^ c eque for a himdred and fifty poimds on her dressing table. For a 
moment her heart leaped The next moment it died m her She 
tnrlJ her arms about his neck and laid the cheque, 

tom m four, mto his hand. 



Tm sorry, Paddy,’ she begged, crying hke a kid. Tou’re not 
mean You never were. It’s me that’s mean. 

‘You 1 Mean?’ he said, fondly holding her m his arms. 

‘No, I’m not mean. It’s not that. I just haven’t^ the hea^ 
Paddy. It was knocked out of me donkeys’ years ago. He looJ^ 

at her sadly. ‘You know what I’m trying to say?’ 

He nodded But she saw that he didn’t. She was no^jiue tha 

she knew herseM. He took a deep, resolvmg 

from htTn by the shoulders, and looked her straigh in y 

‘Molly, tell me the truth. You want this coat? 

1 do. 0 God, Idol’ 

*11160 go out and buy it.’ 

1 couldn’t, Paddy. I just couldn’t’ 

He looked at her for a long time Then he ask . 

She looked straight at him and, shakmg -her head sadly» 
said m a httle sobbing voice : 

' T don’t know.’ 



The End of a Good Man 


Men who go into competition with the world are broken into 
mgments by the world, and it is such men we love to analyse. 
But men who do not go into competition with the world remain 
mtact, and these men we cannot analyse. They are always con- 
tente men, with modest ambitions. Larry Dunne was that kmd of 

D^n. All that there is to say about him, therefore, is that he bred 
pigeons and was happy. 

unconditional lump of reality, this unrefracted 
mind of God, suddenly did fall into fragments, 
same reason as Adam. For when God was saymg, 
^chards for Adam,’ and Tmance for J. P. Morgan,’ and 
Pohtics for Teddy Roosevelt,’ and Tigeons for Larry Dunne,’' 

^ A (sotto voce), TBut one pigeon he must never 

con 0 . d it was to that one pigeon, that one ambition, that 
rry u^e gave his heart. The pigeon’s name was Brian Bonn 
got him on his thirty-fifth birthday from his father. 

Any evenirig that summer you could have met Larry at the ’ 
pigeon club - it sat every night under the canal bridge on the tow- 
P and you mght have guessed in what direction his heart 
7npr.« ^ moving by the way he talked endlessly without ever 
over f r might have heard him, towering 

homers ° ^club, talkmg of his runts, tumblers, pouters, 
have hpo ^thout ever mentioning Brian Boru; you might 

hoi W ^ W i^^cl a sLdaroon; 

mm wat^^' you, must never be washed, only sprayed with 
shoulders down pigeons should be sprayed from the 

a^low felln the man m Samt Rita’s Terrace 

^'d that Digenn 7 ^r^° budgerigars and had once actually 
acred pigeon onrTf mere riffraff. How his father had stolen a 
^ an Indian temple, when he was m Rangoon 



with the Royal Irish, and how the rajah chased him into the 
jungle for two miles trying to catch him ‘And what’s more, you 
should never dry a pigeon, unless, to be sure, you wrapped him 
up m warm flannel - which isn’t the ^ same thing ’ And any^vay, 
what were budgengars, only pups o£E parrots^ ‘They are not even 
called budgengars ! They caU them budgies - as if anyone would 
ever dare to caU a pigeon a pidgy ! Doesn’t it show yeh 
But whatever he spoke of, or whomever he spoke to, you might 
notice that he never spoke to one little runt of a man who always 
listened to him with a sly, sneering smile on his face That was 
the club member whose Michael Collins the Second had beaten 
larry’s Bnan Boru in every race since the season began - beaten 
the bird that had laid its beak on Larry’s heart 
Nobody knew the history of this Bnan Boru Larry s father 
Wore he was the great-grandson of the Indian rajah s sacred 
pigeon, but that, of course, was a tall yam Whatever its pedigree, 
tjie bird was a marvel. Such speed I Such direction ! Such a 
homer ! A bird that had only one flaw ! Time and again, v/hcn 
there was a race, Larry had seen that famt speck of joy come into 
the sky over the flat counties and the chequered market gardens 
where he hved, each time half an hour, at the very least, ahead of 
^^ry other bird in the team; and on one occasion as much as 
%*«ight minutes ahead of them, and that m the teeth of a 
diirty-nule gale. 

hot while other birds had to follow the guiding shore line, or the 
^way line that dodged the hills, Bnan came sailing over moun- 
‘^ut-top and moor hke an arrow from the bow Time and again, 
Jher greeting him with an adonng shout, Larry had gone tearing 
wck down the lane to his tumble-down cottage, roanng to his da 
get out the decoys, and to light the pnmus stove for some ntw 
j^ncQction whose smell was to tempt Bnan Boru down to his 
‘|o^t Back then to the bridge, waving to the sky, calling the bird 
ty name as it came nearer to the parapet on which stood tiie cl^ub s 
bwepiece - a clock with a glass front on which there was a hluc^ 
^«ti-green painting of a waterfaU (A bird was not olBaall) home 
“«til Its owner had tipped the waterfall with its beak ) 

. Y ■ agam the one flaw told. Bnan feru wou d 

and Bnm Bom would tink. and mev.ably ^ 
"““W nse After about Uurty mmutes of tim he aeuH 



come doiiim to the telegraph pole over Larry's back yard, and stay 

there some slow coach hke Michael Collms the Second had 

wdked off with the race. The bird so loved the air that it could 
not settle down. 

Oh I* Larry had been heard to moan, as he looked up at the 
telegryh pole. Isn’t it a sign? Isn’t it a symbol? Isn’t that poor 
Mand aU over again? Rrst in the race. Fast as the l.gh tnfag. 
But he won t settle down 1 That bird has too much spirit - he’s a 
gl^er and aren’t we the same? Always up in the bloody air. 
Can t come down to earth.’ And then he would beseech the bird, 
^1 00 e (^wn at him over its pnma.donna chest with a 

ea^ eye, ^iher hke an old damp-nosed judge falling asleep on 
his bench : Oh Brian Bom I Yeh sweet limb o’ the divil, will tou 
me own . hook 1 1 ve custards for yeh I have sowames for yeh. 

I have yer loft hned with the sweetest straw.’ And he would start 
auclong and chortling at it. 'Coordle^roordlenroordle, Bnan 
^ ^ tchuc, the, the, the, the. Yehook, the, 

mm* nt III tehook you if I lay me hands on you, you 

^ j ®^^sh India I Brian, my darling, aren’t you 

gomg to eome down to me?’ J B j 

would snuggle his beak on his ehest, or make a eontemp* 
tuous noise like a snore. 

hndge - for on raee nights Larry 

simply had to talk about Brian Bom: 

should be altered. 

inml. q"" ^ bird IS suffering an 

home in honest reason. The bird is first 

in every race - will any member of the dub deny it ?’ 

bird wp ^ would reply, appeasingly. TMo I He’s a grand 

for anotb ^ ^ 

tlo W telling you, supposing 

the samf L; X thf 
post - if ^ which one of them is first past the winning 

^5^Tf,^,^"^^^goiiigtobenowiiimngpost?’ 

any of von!^ j ^ home hours before 

tae to - ”PP'“’ I ^ *em.’ And then, 

^nd makmg a^f^e of n laughmg 

*^id I call 1 two> and as innocent as a child. 

- 254 ^ cnpples? Cripples is too good for them. The 



one half of ye must be breeding yeer birds from a cross between 
penguins and pebcans ! ^ 

At which he would recover something of his natural good 
humour agam, and go off chortling - a chortle that would die as 
he remembered what began it. 

As the season approached its end the bird got fat, and Larry 
got thm; but the bird retained its speed, and Larry became slow- 
movmg and sullen. Those who had always known him for a gay 
fellow shook their heads sadly over it He still entered Brian 
for the races; but each Saturday, now, he would barely stroll to 
the bndge when the regular two hours were passed smce the birds 
had been released down the country And when he saw the fami- 
har speck in the sky he would actually turn his back on it 
It was the Easter Monday race that brought things to a head. 
That day a passing stranger said to hun, as Brian Bom came into 
^ght, ^\^ose bird is that?* 

^nry, leaning with his back and two elbows on the parapet, 
gave an idle glance over his shoulder at the sky 
Him? He’s my bird But - eh - he's not m the race, you know, 
ps what you might call a gentleman pigeon He's doing it for 
That bird, sir, could win any race he wanted to But the way 
15 with him, he couldn’t be bothered Pnde is what's wrong with 
^hat bird, sir Pnde ! Pnde, they say, made the angels fall Maybe 

\Y ^ something would make that fellow fall.* 
whereupon, Larry, as if a new understanding of the nature of 
pigeons had suddenly been vouchsafed to him, turned and gave 
«ie aiding speck a temble look It was the look of a man struck 
°y rejected love Just at that moment it was that the man wlio 
wned Michael Collins the Second said the fatal word, as they all 
remembered and often recounted long after. He was a shrimp of 
t^^ture, a Tom Thumb of a man, who worked as a boots in a 
^ and bred his pigeons out of his tips Seeing that look o 
^jery m hughed and said. ‘Why don't )ou breed 

^ gerigars, Larry? At least you could take them out of their 
Se and kiss ’em.' The row of pigeon fanners, starmg up at the 
^buckled. They did not see the look of hate in Urry's face, or 
die Way he slouched away home to his cabin. 

^ ire was at his tea, he suddenly heard t!ie claiar of 
dke teanng silk and, lookmg up through his cabin .vnu-u a. 


he saw his bird in its loft among the custards and dainties and 

reSdit when'th""^’ ^ 

recoraed it when there was no use m recording it - ‘I w,sh to Tod 

”1,57 “ ?■; es” ‘"j -li,. 2 

r P head between his hands. 

red reflection^ “ him, and the 

until his hair wa ®.'^^hluiMated the sky, he stood outside 

^w to hi nf tallong 

toThl dlTteil 1. his father kept coming 

W id nt sf u w ’^having hke a child of two! 
window of his beloTOd. ® ^he a boy hanging about under the 

thing*itMnlr^'*^t^^“^j°® h® whispered. Is there soffl^ 
atothTniiif ‘ '^hat is there I can do ? I can’t 

It’s a disi;" ? ^ L 7 “r ^ hnow it’s a dishonour, 

just as well as vm!^ ^ ^ hnow that, Brian my darling, 

my fault I bronoHe honest to God, I don’t think it's 

God above this lughrrn ^ “I' hast for you. I swear to 

up in the air myTeff and bnno ^ y°“- bar flying 

From the loffno* 1 httug'ug you down, what can I do?’ 

" '“hno reply, except the deep breathing of sleep. 

Or, r*A — 1 


the°S“on« ’’hd. Once more the pigeon scomei 

time he added that ^ ^ mentioned budgerigars, and tbii 

Colhns ®g. Once lorJ, Michad 

the following Mon<l i, ^ahed it. Larry went home, and on 
and medicmf ^^4 box, loft, packet of food, 

^u old sr& and 4 W^‘b the moLy he bought 

ammuniZ from ‘^“‘^-‘^0 bore, and five rounds of 

fme,heined Ae^ ^e I.R.A. Then, for the last 

against the rlnnd come, as always, first of the team 

rows; saw through th ^ bridesmaids over the hedge- 

eircled, and sank ^ Brian swerved, and 

of times before maloTf^i: did so his usual number 

pole. While the doTPiA, iriaccessible perch on the telegraph 
oration, Larry gnnnpH ^ bndge shook their commis* 

toots to laueh ^ Packet, and waited for 

^55 B • the hoots laughed. At that larr/s body took 



on the old fighting slouch; he pulled his hat savagely down over 
one eye; he buttoned his coat across his chest, he became the old 
down-looking gunman he had been fifteen years ago when he was 
m the IJRA, Then with a roll of his shoulders hke a mihtiaman, a 
tnck learned from his soldier da, he looked at the boots between 
the shoulder blades, put on the final bit of the gunman's manner - 
the onunously casual strolling gait - and walked qmetly down the 
lane. There he found Brian on the pole. 

‘Bram,’ he whispered, but without hope, ‘will you come do^vn 
to me now?’ 

The bird rose and flew away, circled and came back again. 

So yeh won’t come down?’ whispered Larry out of the comer 
of his mouth The bird looked haughtily over the lane roofs, as if 
contemplatmg another drcle of flight Before it could stir the shot 
cracked With one head-sinking tumble it feU with a plop to the 
ground Larry ' stooped, hfted the hot, twitchmg body m his 
palms, gave it one agonized look, and pelted back to the bndge, 
roarmg hke a mamac. 

By the Lord Alnughty I ’ they said, when they saw him coming, 
screechmg, with the burd m his palms. ‘Bnan Bom is after wm- 
Dingatlast!' 


Shouldermg their cluster nght and left, Larry snapped the beak 
“ the glass of the clock, displayed the celluloid rmg on the stifl? 
2nlde, and shouted, pale as the clouds, TLas he won?’ 

t Was only then that they saw the blood oo 2 nng down between 
trembling fingers; but before they could tell him what they 
nought of him they saw the mad look m his eyes, and the way his 
to his pocket. 

' wefl?' yelled Larry at the boots TIas he won? Or has he not 

Or maybe you’ll say there’s a rule that a dead bird can t win 
a race?' ^ 


He s w-w-won, all right,’ trembled the boots. 

^uome his pnze I ’said Harry 

to tear they gave it to him It was a new dovecot, painted a love- 
y green (Eaw de canal, the boots called it afterwards, being the 
castle brute he was ) Larry took the dovecot, and wth the red- 
rung beak hanging from his fist he slouched away On Monday 
® ^Id the dovecot, had the bird stuffed and put m the ™dow of 
3tie cabin for the world to see. 

Saf>i3 
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You never see Larry Dunne at the canal bridge now. He walks 
moodily by himself along the towpaths, idly flickering a htde 
twig against the hedges : or he sits with his father at the other side 
ot the fire, learning off bits from his favourite book. Who's Who, 
or he sits gazing into the dancing devils of flame. The sky outside 
is lund with the hghts of Dublin. And in the httle curtained win- 
dow, the pigeon looks ^with two glassy eyes out over the damp 
market gardens and the heavy, odorous night fields at the bloody 
sky. 



The Silence of the Valley 


Only in the one or two farmhouses about the lake, or in tlic Twhin 
hotel at its edge — preoccupations of v/ork and pleasure " do^s on 
ever forget the silence of the valley Even in the v/inter, 'fthen *..1*- 
great cataracts slide dosvn the mountain face, the tchucs oi failn. j 
’-vater are fitful: the winds fetch and carry them. In the sum 
a fisherman will hear the tinkle of the ghost of one uf th.j'^* 
falls only if he steals among the mirrored retds under the p<n ot 
the cliffs, and svithholds the plash of his oars. Tliese tin) mum 
wimds Will awe and dehght him by the vacanc)' out ot svirdi 

they aeep, intermittently. ^ i i , 

One May evening a relaxed group of early visitors iSvro n 
themselves to dnnk m the hotel bar, throsvnng die coins into a { mt 
There were five of them, all looking out ihedwir at the 
tiw rhododendrons on the hermit's island, the mountain toMtui^ 
«)oiid It, and the wall of blue air above die mountain hm 
hind the counter was an Amencan sohder, blund. b.an/ ) a*, , 
his v/ide'VJsinn ronsexmsj the sjvV a^^ain^t u^ 
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severe eyebrows diat floated as gently as a veil in the wind. She 
was a Scot. The fifth of the group was a sack of a man, a big fat 
school inspector, also with his collar off. He had cute, ingratiat- 
ing eyes. He leaned against the opposite pink-washed wall. 

In the middle of the tiled floor was a very smaU man, a tramp 
with a fluent black beard, long black curls, a billycock hat, a 
mackmtosh to his toes, and a gnarled stick with a hairy paw. The 
tramp (a whisper from the priest had informed them all that he 
had once been a waiter on the Holyhead-Euston Express) held a 
pmt of porter m his free hand and was singing to them in a fine 
tenor voice a ballad called Tonely I Wandered from the Scenes of 
My Childhood’. They heard him in quizzical boredom. He had 
been singmg ballads to them on and off for nearly two hours now. 

Outside, the sun was seepmg away behind the far end of the 
valley. From the bar they could see it touching the tips of the tall- 
est rowans on the island. Across the lake the tip of a green corn- 
field on a hiUock blazed and went out Then vast beams, cuttmg 
through lesser defiles, flowed like a yellow searchhght for miles 
to the open land to the east, picking out great escarpments and 
odd projections of the mountains. The wavelets were by now blo\^- 
ing m sullenly on the shore, edging it with froth. 

The tramp ended. They applauded perfunctorily. He knew 
they were sated and when the redheaded young woman cned. 
Tommy, give us ‘The Inchigeela Puck Goat”,’ he demurred 
pohtely. 

‘I think, miss, ye have enough of me now, and sure I’m as dry as 
a hme kiln.’ 

‘More porter for the smger,’ cried the priest with lazy authority, 
and the heutenant willmgly poured out another bottle of stout and 
rattled a com mto the pmt glass. 

‘I suppose,’ asked the Celtic-looking young man, in a shghtly 
critical voice, ‘you have no songs in Irish ? ’ 

TIow,’ soothed the school inspector, ‘haven’t you the Irish the 
whole bloody year round? Leave us take a hohday from it while 
we can ’ , 

I had been under the impression,* yielded the Celt, with a — ioi 
hun — amicable smile, ‘that we came out here to learn the lan- 
guage of cur forefathers? Far be it from me to insist pedantically 

u tbe pomt. And he smiled again like a stage curate. 
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TeU me, brother,* asked the Amencan, as he filled up the 
tramp's glass, ‘do you remain on the road the whole year round ?’ 

Summer and wmter, for fifteen years come next September, 
and no roof over my head but the field of stars And would you 

beheve it, sur, never wance did I get as much as a shiver of a cold 
in my head.' 

That IS certainly a remarkable record.' 

The proprietor of the hqtel entered the bar from the kitchen be- 
hind it and planked a saucepan full of fowls’ guts on the counter. 
He was accompanied by a small boy, long-lashed, almost pretty, 
obviously a aty child, who kept dodgmg exatedly about him 
^ Eiave any of ye a match?' he asked He was a powerful man, 
with the shoulders of a horse He wore neither coat nor vest. His 
cap was on his poU. His face was round and weather-beaten as a 
mangold He had a mouthful of false teeth. 

‘What do you want a match for, Dmny?’ asked the pnest with 
a Wink at the others. 

The American produced a match. Dmny deftly pmched a fold 
of his trousers between the eye of his suspenders and inserted the 
match through the fold: there it effectively did the work of a 
button The pnest twisted him around familiarly. A nail had 
performed the same service behmd They all laughed, but Dmny 
was too preoccupied to heed 

‘What’s this mess for?’ The Amencan pomted to the stmkmg 
saucepan 

Hinny paid no attention. He stretched up over the top of the 
shelves and after much f umblin g brought down a fishing rod. 

Give It to me, Dinny, give it to me,’ shouted the child. 

Dmny ignored him also as he fiddled with the Ime. He glanced 
out the door, turned to the kitchen and roared : 

"Kitty cows coming home tell Patsy James have ye the buckets 
scalded blosht it boys the day is gone.' 

Or he said somethmg like that, for he mouthed all his words 
m his guUet and his teeth clacked and he spoke too fast. They 
all turned back to watch the fneze of small black cows passing 
slowly before the scalloped water, the fawny froth, the wall of 
mountam. 

‘The cobbler won’t lasht the night,' said Dmny, pullmg with his 
teeth at the tangled pike Ime. The pnest whirled. 
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Ts he bad ? Did you see him ? Should I go down ? * 

'Still imconsdous, Father. No use for you. Tuneen was up. He 
was buymg the drink/ 

‘Drink?' asked the Scots girl grinning hopefully. 

‘For the wake/ explained the Celt. 

‘Well, do you know what it is, by Harry?' cried the inspector 
earnestly to them aU. ‘He's making a great fight for it/ 

‘He may as well go now and be done with it,' said Dinny. 
‘Gimme the guts. We’re fishmg for eels.’ 

‘Gimme the rod, Dinny, gimme the rod,' screamed the child and 
takmg It he dashed off like a lancer shouting with joy. Dinny 
lumbered after him with the saucepan. 

‘I reckon these people are pretty heartless?' suggested the 
soldier. 

We Irish,' explained the Celt, ‘are indifferent to the affairs of 
the body. We are a spintual people.' 

‘What enchanting nonsense !' laughed the young woman and 
threw back her whiskey dehghtedly. 

‘It IS nonetheless true,' reprimanded the Celt. 

‘You make me feel so old,' sighed the young woman, ‘so old and 
so wise.' 

‘Are you a Catholic?' asked the Celt suspiciously. 

‘Yes, but what on earth has that to do with anything ?' 

Well, I reckon I don't know much about the spirit, but you 
may be nght about the body. Did you see those hens' guts ?' 

The priest mtervened diplomatically. 

‘Did you ever see them fishmg for eels ? It's great fun. Come and 
watch them.' 

AU but the tramp walked idly to the edge of the lake. The waves 

were beatmg m among the stones, pushmg a httle wrack of straw 

and broken reeds before them. Dinny had stuck a long strmg of 

windpipe to the hook and the boy had slung it out about twelve 

feet from the shore. To lure the eels a few random bits of guts had 

been thrown mto the brown shallows at their feet and there 

^ayed like seaweed The group peered Nothing happened. Sud- 

enly Dinny shouted as fast as a machine gun's burst. 

‘Look at ’em look at ’em look at the divds blosht it look at 'em 
look at ’em ’ 

^A. stnng of intestines was streaking away out into the lake. 



Dark serpentine shapes whirled snakily in and out of the brown 
water. The eels had smelled the rank bait and were converging on 
It. 

‘By golly/ cried the American, ‘they must smell that bait a mile 
away.’ 

The reel whirred, the Ime flew, the rod bent, they aU began to 
shout, the child trembled with exatement. 

‘You have him puU bun you divil,’ roared Dlnny and seized the 
rod and whirled a long white belly m over their dodgmg heads. 
The girl gave a cry of disgust as the five men leaped on the eel, 
now lashing in the dust, and hammered savagely at it with heels, 
stones, a stick, screaming, laughmg, shovmg. TTie eel seemed im- 
mortal. Though filthy and bleedmg it squirmed galvamcally. The 
child circled dancing around the strugghng group, half dehghted, 
half terrified. 

‘Well, Jo,’ said the young woman as she looked disdainfully at 
the last wriggles of the corpse, 'it seems that boys will be boys. 
Dinny, do you really eat eels?’ 

'Christ gurl I wouldn’t touch one of ’em for a hundred pounds, 

‘Then why catch them?’ 

Tor fun.’ 

Her face gathered, ceased to be The Laughing Cavalier and 
became Beethoven in Labour. She saw that the men had now be- 
come absorbed entirely in the sport The American had thrown 
out the line again and they were all peering excitedly into the 
water. The sun left the last tips of the mountains. The lake grew 
sullen. Its waves still hissed They did not weary of the game imtil 

eight eels lay writhing in the dust. 

Just as they were becoming bored they observed a sdent coun- 
tryman at the edge of the rmg lookmg down at the eels. The pnest 
spoke to him, saying, 'WeU, Timeen, how is he?’ He was a hthe, 
lean, hoUow-cheeked young man with his cap pulled over his eyes. 
He lifted his face and they saw that he was weepmg. 

'He’s gone. Father,’ he said m a low voice 

‘The Lord have mercy on him,' said the pnest and his own 
eyes filled and the others murmured the prayer after him The 
poor old cobbler I must go and see herself 

He hastened away and presently, tidy and brushed and m his 
Roman collar, they saw him cycle down the road. The child called 
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after him, *Will you roast the eels for me tonight?' and over his 
shoulder the pnest called, 1 wili» Jo, after supper,' and disap- 
peared wobblingly over the first hill. 

*By Harry,' cried the inspector, "there'll be a powerful gathering 
of the clans tomght.' 

‘How's that^’ from the American. 

Tor the wake,’ explained the Celt. 

I'd certainly like to see a wake.' 

Ton’ll be very welcome, sur,' said Timeen, 

"Did he go easy?’ asked the inspector. 

Dmny threw the guts into the lake and took Timeen by the 
arm. 

"He went out like a candle,' said Timeen, and let Dinny lead him 
away gently to some private part of the house. 

The group dissolved. 

‘I do wish,’ said the American, ‘they wouldn’t throw guts into 
the lake. After all, we swim in it.' 

‘It's very unsanitary, all right,' the inspector agreed. 

"What are we all,’ said the Celt philosophically, ‘but a perambu- 
latmg parcel of guts^' 

The gul sighed heavily and said, ‘The lamp is lighting.' 

In the hotel window the round globe of the lamp was like a full 
moon. A blue haze had gathered over everything. They strolled 
back to the bar for a last drink, the child staggering after them 
with the heavy saucepan of dead eels. 

The cobbler’s cottage was on the brow of a hiU about a mile 
down the road It was naked, slated, whitewashed, two-stoned. It 
had a sunken haggard in front and a few fuchsias and holhes be- 
hind it, blown almost horizontal by the storms. On three sides lay 
an expanse of moor, now softened by the haze of evening Prom 
his front door the dead cobbler used to look across this barren 
moor at the jagged mountam range, but he could also see where 
the valley opened out and faded into the tentative and varying 
horizons of forty miles away. 

When the pnest entered the kitchen the wife was alone - the 
uews had not yet travelled. She was a tiny, aged womaTi who 
ooked as if her whole body from scalp to soles was wrinkled and 
ye ow, her face, her bare arms, her bare chest were as golden as a 
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dried apple; even her eyeballs seemed wrinkled. But her white 
hair flowed upward all about her like a Fury in magnificent wild 
snakes from under an old fisherman’s tweed hat, and her mobde 
mouth and her loud — too loud - voice gave out a tremendous 
vitality. When she was a young girl she must have been as lively 
as a minnow in a mountain stream The priest had known her for 
most of his adult life as a woman whose ribald tongue had made 
the neighbours dehght in her and fear her : he was stirred to tears 
to find her looking up at him now like a child who has been 
beaten. She was seated on the long settle underneath the red lamp 
before the picture of the Sacred Heart. 

He sat beside her and took her hand. 


^Can I go up and pray for hi m ? ’ 

TCatey Dan is readying bim / she whispered, and the pnest be- 
came aware of footsteps moving in the room over then heads. 

She lumbered up the ladderhke stairs to see if everything 
ready. While he waited he looked at the cobbler’s tools ^ ® 
window - the last, and the worn hammer, and the old ^ 

by the fire where the cobbler used to sit Everything ^ ^ ® tc en 
had the same worn look of tune and use, and everyt mg ww 
dusted with the grey dust of turf - the kettle over the peat fire, the 
varied pothooks on the crane, the bnght metal of the tongs, t e 
dresser with its pieces of deft, a scalded chum bd leanmg m e 
wmdow to dry. There was nothing there that was not nec^sary, 
unless, perhaps, the red lamp and the oleograph o t e aCTC 
Heart, and even that had the stiff and frozen prescnpUon o an 
icon. The only unusual thing was two plates on t e ta e un er 
the wmdow, one of snuff and one of shiedde to acco or t e 
visitors who would soon be coming down from ^ 

glens The only light m the cottage came from the turf hre.^ 

As he sat and looked at the blue smoke cuilmg up against the 
brown soot of the chimney’s maw he became aware, or t le 
time m his life, of the silence of this moor He h^rd the hoUo 
feet above the rafters A cricket chirruped somew ere n 
fire. Always up to now he had thought of this cottage as a place 
full of the cobbler's satmcal talk, his wifes e oes an contra 
dictions. Somebody had once told the old man tint he ws no 
only the valley’s storyteller but its 'gosnp co umnis . t le o 
chap had cocked a suspiaous eye> too Nain to a t at le 
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not know the phrase, and skated off into one of his yams about 
the days when he had cobbled for the Irish workers laying rails 
out of Glasgow along the Clyde, The priest smiled at the incident. 
Then he frowned as he looked at the fire, a qiuet disintegration : 
a turf fire never emits even the slightest whisper. He realized that 
this cottage would be completely silent from now on. Although it 
was May he had a sudden poignant sensation of autumn; why, he 
could not tell. 

The old woman called him up. After the dusk of the kitchen 
this upper room was brilliant. She had lighted five wax candles 
about her husband^s head. Snowy sheets made a canopy about his 
face The neighbour woman had just finished the last dehcately 
fluted fold on the lacy counterpane that lay ndged over the 
stomach and toes Silently the three knelt and prayed. 

When they rose, the old woman said, looking down at the calm 
countenance on the pillow : 

He's a fine corse and a heavy corse.* 


Tie was a great man. I loved him.* 

Tie had a fierce veneration for you, Pather.* 

They lumbered down the steep stairs. She was as quiet as if the 
busmess in hand was something that had happened outside the 
course of nature. She thanked God for the weather. She asked 


him were there many staying at the hotel. When he told her, she 
muttered. We must be satisfied,* as if she were talking about the 


hotel and not about her man. When two more neighbour women 
came, and stood looking at them from the doorway, he took leave 
of her, saying that he would return later in the night. 

The hoUies at the door were rubbing squeakmgly against each 
other. The moon was rising serenely over the pass to the east. He 


felt the cold wind as he rode back to the lake. 


They were at supper when he entered the hotel. He joined 
about the round table in the bay vmidow through which he could 
barely discern the stars above the mountains. The rest of the long 
room, beyond the globe of the lamp, was m shadow. He men- 
tioned that he had seen the cobbler, that they rhust go down later 
to the wake, and then set about his food. He paid small heed to 
the conversation although he gathered that they were loud in dis- 

^^^^on over the delay m serving supper. ^ 
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7ust the same/ the American was saying, *1 cannot see why it 
would not be perfectly simple to hang up a card on the wall an- 
nouncmg meal tunes. Breakfast, eight to ten. Luncheon, one to 
three. And so on. If s qmte simple.^ 

‘Just as they do,' suggested the young Scotswoman, ‘m the 
Regent Palace Hotel?' 

‘Exactly,' he agreed, and then looked m puzzlement at her 
because she y/as gigghng happily to herself. 

‘You must admit,' the inspector assured her, following his 
usual role of trymg to agree with everybody, ‘that they have a 
wonderful opportunity here if they only availed of it. \5^y don't 
they cater more for the wealthy chentele? I mean, now, suppose 
they advertised Speaal Duck Dinners, thmk of the crowds that 
would come motormg out of Cork for them on summer after- 
noons. It's only about forty miles, a mce run.' 

‘Gee, how often have I driven forty miles and more for a barbe- 
cue supper down the coast? I can see those lobster suppers at 
Cohasset now, two dollars fifty, and the rows and rows of auto- 
mobile hues outside on the concrete ' ^ 

^What does our Celt say to this perfectly hideous picture? 
asked the red mop. 

‘I can see no objection - provided the language spoken is 
Gaehc.' 

She broke mto peals of laughter. 

‘We,' the Celt went on, dark with anger, envisage an Ireland 
both modem and progressive. Chnstiamty, he went on, proud 
both of the rightness and mtellectual tolerance of his argument, 

IS not opposed to modernity, or to comfort, or to culture. I 
should not mmd' — his voice was savage, for she was chuckling 
like a zany — ‘if seaplanes landed on that lake outside. Why should 
I? All this admiration for backwardness and mefficiency ^ merely 
so much romantic nonsense. Ireland has had enough of it. 

She groaned comically. 

‘Fascist type. Defimtely schizoid Shght sadistic tendency. 
Would probably he Soaahst in Bntam, if uoP — she wagged her 
flarmng head wammgly and made eyes of mock horror — dare I 
say it, CP.?' 

‘You,' cned the Celt scomfuUy, ‘merely like the primitive so 
long as it IS not in your own country. Let's go to Nigeria and l<^ve 
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the simple ways of the niggers. Let^s hohday in Ireland among the 
beautiful peasants. Impenalist I' 

‘I beg your pardon/ she cried, quite offended. am just as 
happy m the Shetlands or the Hebrides as I am here. Britain's 
pockets of pnmitiveness are her salvation. If she ever loses them 
she’s doomed I very much fear she's doomed already with all 
these moth-eaten churchwardens in Parhament trymg to tidy us 
up I’ 

And she drew out her cigar case and pulhng her coffee towards 
her ht a long Panatella. As she puffed she was sullen and un- 
beautiful agam as if his hate had quenched her lovelmess as well as 
her humour 

‘Well, now, now, after all,’ soothed the inspector, ‘it’s all very 
well for you. Your country is a great country with all the most 
modem conveniences . . / 

‘Heaven help it !' 

‘. . . whereas we have a long leeway to make up. Now, to take 
even a small thmg. Those guts in the lake.’ 

‘O God!’ she groaned. ‘What a fuss you make over one poor 
httle chicken’s guts 1 Damn it, it’s all phosphates. The Chinese 
use human phosphates for manure.’ 

The pnest shook in his fat with laughter - it was a j'oke exactly 
to his hkmg - but the other three took the discussion horn her and 
she smoked in dudgeon until the pnest too was pulhng his pipe 
and telling her about the dead cobbler, and how every mght in 
wmter his cottage used to be full of men coming to hear his views 
on Hitler and Mussolini and the propheaes of Saint ColumciUe, 
which foretold that the last battle of the last world war would be 
fought at BaUyhckey Bndge. The others began to hsten as he re- 
told some of the cobbler’s more earthy stones that were as inno- 
cent and sweaty as any Norse or Celtic yam of the Golden Age : 
such as the dilemma of the sow eating the eel which slipped out of 
her as fast as it went into her until, at last, the sow shouted m a 
fury, ‘PU settle you, you slippery devil !’ and at one and the same 
moment snapped up the eel and clapped her backside to the wall. 

Laughing they rose and wandered, as usual, into the kitchen for 
t e mght They expected to find it empty, thinking that every- 
dy would be gomg down to the wakehouse; instead it was 
more crowded than ever; it had become a sort of cleannghoiise 
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where the people called on their way to and from the cobbler's 
cottage, either too shy to go there directly or imwiUmg to go home 
after visiting their old fnend. 

The small boy was eagerly awaiting them with the saucepan of 
eels. The pnest set to. He took off his clencal jacket and put on a 
green wmdbreaker, whose brevity put an equator around his 
enormous paunch, so that when he stooped over the fire he looked 
like one of those global toys that one cannot knock over. When 
the resinous fir stumps on the great flat hearth flamed up - the 
only hght in the kitchen - he swelled up, shadows and aU, like a 
necromancer. He put an eel down on the stone floor and with his 
penknife sht it to its tad and gutted it The offal gbstened oddy. 
Whde he was cutting the eel its tad had slowly wound about his 
wnst, and when he tied its nose to a pothook and dangled it over 
a leaning flame and its od began to dnp and sizzle m the blaze, the 
eel again slowly curved as if m agony. The visitors amused them- 
selves by making sarcastic comments on the pnest as cook, but 
four countrymen who lined the settle m the darkness with their 
caps on and their hands m then pockets watched him, perfectly 
immobile, not speaking, apparently not mterested 
‘Aha, you di^, you,’ taunted the pnest, ‘now wdl you squirm? 

If the cobbler’s sow was here now she would make short work of 
youl' 

That was the only time any of the countrymen spoke : from the 
darkness of a far comer an old man said . 

‘I wondher is the cobbler telhng that story to Hitler now?’ 

‘I smcerely hope,’ said the Scots gul, 'that they’re not m the 
same place.' 

The old man said : 

God IS good. I heard a pnesht say wan time that even Judas 
^ght be saved.’ 

‘Jo/ said the inspector, steenng as usual mto pleasant channels, 

‘do you think that eel is alive 

The small boy was too absorbed to heed, lost in his own delight. 
Now and agam a handsome, dark serving-girl came to the fire 
to tend the pots or renew the sods, for meals were eaten in this 
house at aU hours: she seemed fasanated by the eel and uery 
time she came she made disgusted noises. The men lo’ietl tiiese 
expressions of disgust and tned ui vanous ways to provoke more 
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of them, offering her a Lite or holding up the entangled saucepan 
to her nose. Once the American chased her laughmgly with an eel 
in his fist and from the dark back kitchen they could hear them 
scuffling playfully. By this time many more neighbours had come 
into the kitchen and into the bar and into the second back kitchen 
and two more serving-girls became busy as drinks and teas and 
dishes of ham passed to and fro, so that the shadows of the men 
about the fire,, the scurrying girls, the wandering neighbours 
fluttered continually on the white walls and the babble of voices 
clucked through the house hke ducks clacking at a night pond. 

Above this murmurmg and clattering they heard the tramp 
singing in the bar a merry dancing tune, partly in Gaelic and 
partly in English : 

So, bttle soldier of my heart, 

Will you marry, marry me now, 

\ With a heigh and a ho 

And a sound of drum now? 

‘So the little bastard does know Irish, ^ cried the Celt much 
affronted as the song broke into Gaelic t 

A chatlin dg mo chrotdhe 
Conus a phdsfatnn-se thu 
Agus gan pioc dc’n bhrdg do chur orm . . . 

Terhaps he suits his language to his company?* the red-haired 
girl suggested. 

I went to the cobbler, 

The besht in the town. 

For a fine pair of shoes 
For my soldiereen brown, 

So-O-O ... 

Little soldier of my heart, 

Will you mar ry, marry me now . . . 

The girl peered aroimd the jamb of the door into the bar and 
then scum^ back dismayed. The tramp had spotted her and at 
ouce came dancmg fantastically into the kitchen on her heels. His 
long mackintosh tails leaped, and their shadows with them. His 
lack beard flowed left and right as Ms head swayed to the tune 
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and Ml ~ 

IcE Slid. 

lioppai 


iids S'oiing -Ttirh it. His har^ds exprtssi\elv fiicMd 
2s L= capered Mcut the girl. His biU)a'ch luc 


5ar, O Md or niv heart. 
Ho’S' could I maiT}* \ ou 
-And I Tfimour a shire 
Hthar white or Blue ? 


^culd 7 CU ate an eel asked the areen-ncketed porpoise by 
the die holding up the shri\elled carcass to the dancer, who .it 
onre gaily doffed his hat (into ivhich the priest droppevl ciie etl) 
and went on his way back to the bar dancing and singing, iol* 
lowed in delight hy the boy : 

So chuadhas dtt an tadlmr. 

The beshc to be found, 

And I bought a silken slurt 
For my smghdtumt donn . . . 

‘Come, lads,* cried the pnest, suddenly senons, ht's time fur us 
to visit the poor cobbler.* 


It was full moonlight The lake crawled livmgly under it. The 
mountams weredike the mouth of hell. It seemed to the jiriest as if 
the dark would come down and claw at them. He s.iul so to the 
Celt, who had become wildly excited at the Mglit of the dark and 
the hght and the creeping lake and strode down to the beach 
and threw up his arms crying, *0 Love ! O Terror ! 0 Death ! -* 
and he broke mto Balfe's song to the moon from The Ltly of 
Ktllamey : The Moon Flath Raised Her Lamp Aliove'. 

Tf you don't stop that emotional ass/ growhil the girl .is she 
wheeled out her bicycle, Tic'll start siiig/iig the ‘B.ircarole .ind 
showed her own emotion by cycling iii.idly away by herself, 

‘Gnm! Gnml' said tlie American and the inspector .igretd 


with, 'In the winter 1 Ah I In the winter !' 

They were cycling now in single hie, swluh bicHiig up and 
dosvn over the little hllh until the glow of the rohbKr'> windosv 
eyed them from the dark, N<ar the totfuu dark ship' . of nen 


and boys huddieil ipe* ' e djo v and mar ilo v, ills and 
abghted dri y/ avf' , i p* huger. i>> c tp^ fujr 

The causeway ‘ ' ] "**'^'*' ^uisvded, * 



noisy with talk, smelling of tirrf smoke and pipe smoke and bog 
water and sweat and hens. 

In her comer by the enormous peat fire, the little old woman 
seemed almost to be holding pleasant court, her spirits roused by 
the fnendliness and excitement of the crowds of neighbours. 

The babble fell as the strangers entered. It rose again as they 
disappeared up the ladder stairs to pay their respects to the cobbler. 
It sank again when they clambered down. Then gradually it rose 
and steadied as they settled into the company. 

They were handed whiskey or stout or tea by Timeen and the 
priest began to chat pleasantly and imconcemedly with the 
nearest men to him. To the three Irishmen all this was so famihar 
that they made no wonder of it, and they left the American and 
the girl to the cobbler’s wife, who at once talked to them about 
America and Scotland with such a fantastic mixture of ignorance 
and personal knowledge - gleaned from years upon years of 
visitors - that aU their embarrassment vanished in their pleasure 
at her wise and foolish talk. 

Only twice did her thoughts stray upstairs. A neighbour lifted 
a red coal m the tongs to kindle his pipe : she glanced sharply and 
drew a sharp breath. 

Tight away, Dan Frank,’ she encouraged him. Tasht week my 
ould divil used to be ever reddemng his pipe, God rest him, al- 
though I used to be scolding him for burning his poor ould belly 
with all the shmokmg.’ 

Once when the babble suddenly fell into a trough of silence 
they heard a dog across the moor baying at the moon. She said : 

Times now I do be thinking that with the cobbler gone horn 
me rU be afraid to be by meself in the house with all the idle 
shtalhons gomg the road.' 

It was her commonest word for men, shtalls or shtalhons, and 
aU the neighbours who heard her must have pictured a lone tramp 
or a tinker walking the mountain road, and she inside listening 
through the barred door to the passmg feet. 

Elsewise she talked of things like hens and of prices and several 
times seemed to forget the nature of the occasion entirely. Then, 
in her most nbald vein, she became scabrous in her comments on 
her visitors, to the delight of everybody except the victims, who 
could only scuttle red-faced out the door without, in respect for 



her, as much as the satisfaction of a curse. It was after one of these 
sallies that the pnest deaded to dose his visit with a laughing 
command to them aU to Imeel for the Rosary. With a lot of scuff- 

mg they huddled over chairs or sank on one knee, hidmg their 
faces reverently in their caps. 

Only the soldier did not jom them. He went out and found 
nmre men, all along the causeway and under the hedges, kneehng 
hkev/ise, so that the mumbling htany of prayer mmgled with the 
tireless bajung of the dog AU about them the encirchng jags of 
mountains were bnght and jet, bnUiant craters, quames of 
blackness, gleaming rocks, grey undergrowth. 

The journey back was even more eene than the journey out, the 
moon now behmd them, their shadows before, and as they climbed 
the hiUs the mountains climbed before them as if to bar their way 
and when they rushed downward to the leaden bowl that was the 
ke, and into the closed guUy of the coom, it was as if they were 

cychng not through space but through a maw of time that would 
never move. 

The kitchen was empty The eels lay m the pot. Two old boots 
lay on their sides drying before the fadmg fire The cnckets 
whistled loudly in the cranmes. They took their candles and went 
in their stockmged feet up the stairs to bed, whispering. 


The morning was a blaze of heat. The island was a floating red 
nower The rhododendrons around the edges of the island were 
replicated m the smooth lee water which th?y barely touched As 
he American, the girl, and the Celt set off for their pre-breakfast 
from the island they heard the sounds of spades stnkuig 
against gravel They saw the taU thm figure of an aged man, wth 
grey side chops, m a roundy black hat and a swaUow-tailed coat, 
standing against the sky He held a piece of twig m his hand hke a 
Water diviner. He was measurmg, takmg beanngs, soUatously en- 
couraging the gravediggers below him to be accurate m then 
^nes He greeted the strangers pohtely, but they could see that 
ney were distracting him and that he was weighed down by the 
^P^^^^^ce of his task 

hor do you see, gentlemen, the cobbler was most particular 
he would be buried I had a long talk -with him about 
i fasht week and the one thing he laid down was for him to be 
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buried in the one line with all the Cronins from Baurlinn/ 
‘But,* demurred the American, ‘would a foot or two make all 
that difference?* 

‘It IS an old graveyard,* the old man admonished him solemnly, 
‘and there are many laid here before him, and there will be many 
another after him.* 

They left him to his task. The water was icy and they could 
bear only to dive in and clamber out. To get warm again they had 
to race up and down the bnef sward before they dressed, hooting 
with pleasure in the comfort of the sun, the blue sky, the smells of 
the island, and the prospect of trout and bacon and eggs for 
breakfast. As they stepped back on the mainland they met a moun- 
tainy lad coming from the depths of the coom, carrying a 
weighted sack. His grey tweed trousers were as dark with wetness 
to the hips as if he had jumped into a bog hole. He walked with 
them to the hotel and explained that he was wet from the dew on 
the mountain heather and the young plantations. He had just 
crossed from the next valley, about two hours away. He halted 
and opened the mouth of the sack to show them, with a grin of 
satisfaction, the curved silver and blue of a sahnon. He said he 
would be content to sell it to the hotel for five shillings and they 
agreed heartily with him when he said, ‘Sure what is it only a 
iiight*s sport and a walk over the mountain?* Over breakfast 
they upbraided one another for their he-abed laziness on such a 
glorious day. 

The day continued summer hot, burning itself away past high 
noon. The inspector got his car and drove away to visit some 
distant school. The American took his rod and rowed out of sight 
to the head of the lake. The girl walked away alone. The Celt went 
fishing from the far shore. The priest sat on the garden seat 
before the hotel and read his office and put a handkerchief over 
his head and dozed, and when the postman came took the morning 
paper from him. Once a farm cart made a crockerty-crock down 
the eastern road and he wondered if it was bringing the coffin In 
the farmyard behind the hot€;lj the milk separator whirred. For 
most of the time everything was still - the sparkling lake, the idle 
shore, the tiny fields, the sleeping hernut*s island, the towering 
mountains, the flawless sky. ‘It is as still,* thought the priest, ‘as 
the world before fife began.* All the hours that the pnest sat there, 
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or walked slowly up and down reading his breviary, or opened a 
lazy eye under his handkerchief, he saw only one sign of life - a 
woman came on top of a hillock across the lake, looked about her 
tor man or animal, and went hack to her chores. 

Towards two o’clock the redheaded girl returned from her 
^Ik and sat near him. She was too tired or laay to talk : but she 
did ask after a time : 

Do you think they really beheve that the cobbler is talking to 
Hitler?’ ® 


They know no more about Hitler than they do about CromweU, 
ut Im sure they believe that the cobbler is having nice little 
0 ats With his old pals Jerry Coakley and Shamus Cronin - that’s 
winy’s father that he wdl be lying next to - up there m the 
graveyard - m a half an hour’s time.’ 

She smiled happily. 

, ^ wish I had their faith.’ 

Tf you were bom here you would ’ 
dn^?^^° children,’ she laughed 'Will you jom me m a 


He could not because he must await the funeral and the local 
at the chapel on the island, and, nsmg, he went off there, 
e went alone into the bar and helped herself to a wluskey, and 
^ned over the mormng paper. She was jomed presently by the 
e t, radiant at having caught nothing To pass the time she 
s arted a discussion about large fanuhes and the ethics of birth 
control. He said that he beheved that everybody 'practised it in 
secret', a remark which put her mto such good humour tliat, in 
gratitude, she made him happy by assuring him that in ten 
birth rate in England would be the lowest in the 
iir d; and for the iimocent joy he showed at tins she glov.cd 
^ ^ much good feehng towards him that slie told him ah^ 

lo^ control is to the poor m the East End of 

I always knew it,’ he cncd joyfully 'Rehgion has nothing to do 
J' things All that counts is die natural Jaw, For as I hupe 
^ 0 realize, there is a law of nature 1 ' 

^ °wt two more whiskeys and settled down to the 

“twthemngoffaissouL 

ou see. Pm not really an orthodox Cadiohc at all To 
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religion is valid only because and in so far as it is based on nature. 
That IS why Ireland has a great message for the world. Everywhere 
else but here civihzation has taken the wrong turning. Here 
natme still rules man, and man stiU obeys nature . . / 

‘As m the East End ?* she said. 

He hurried on, frowning crossly. 

T worship these mountams and these lakes and these simple 
Gaehc people because they alone still possess . . : 

‘But you were angry last night when I defended primitive life. 
You wanted seaplanes on the lake and tourists from Manchester 
m Austm Sevens parked m front of , 

I have already explained to you,' he reproved her, ‘that to be 
natural doesn’t mean that we must be primitive! That’s the 

romantic illusion. What I mean to say is - that is, in very simple 
words, of course . . .’ 

And his dark face buttoned up and he became ill disposed agam 
as he laboured to resolve his own contradictions. 

She was about to fly from him when, through the wide-open 

^ group top the hillock to the east, hs the sky 
stirred between their hmbs she saw that they were a silhouette of 
^ men lumbering under a coffin. Its brass plate caught the sun. 
They were followed by a darker huddle of women. After these 
^®re men, and then a double file of horsemen descended out 

of the blue sky. On the hermit’s island some watcher began to toll 
a bell. ^ 

I m going to the island,’ she said. He followed her, nattering 
about Darwin and Lamarck. 

The priest stood under the barrel arch of the httle Romanesque 

chapel, distant in his white surplice, impressive, a magician. The 

two went shyly among the trees and watched the procession dis- 

so vmg by the lakeside. The priest went out to meet the local 
curate. 

Presently the coffin lumbered forward towards the chapel on 
^^®^ders and was laid rockingly on four chairs. The crowd 
s^ped in among the trees. The widow sat m the centre of the 
onl^^ flanked on each side by three women She was the 
cov^ spoke and it was plain from the way her attendants 

ahoiu { their hands that she was being ribald 

cac 1 new arrival; the men knew it too, for as each one 



came forward on the sward, to meet the judgement of her dandng, 
wicked eyes, he skipped hastily mto the undergrowth, with a wiij 
or a grin at his neighbours There was now a prolonged delay. 
Ane men looked around at the weather, or across the lake at the 
^ps. Some turned their heads where, far up the lake, the 
^encan in his boat was rhythmicaUy castmg his mvisible Ime. 
nen the two priests returned and entered the chapel Their 
voices mumbhng the De Profundis was like the buzzmg of bees, 
f ne men bowed their heads, as usual holdmg their caps before 
eir faces Sdence fell again as the procession reformed. 

In the graveyard the fanuliar voices of the men lowenng the 
^ earth outraged the sdence. Nobody else made a 

sound untd the first shovel of earth struck the brass plate on the 
and then the widow, defeated at last, cried out without re- 
straint. ^ the earth began to fall more softly her waihng became 

bunal was when the taU man, the 
^ f ^ ^ fnend, smoothened the last dust of earth with his palms 
^ if he were smoothemng a blanket over a chdd. The pnest said 
ee Aves They all responded hollowly. 

, dispersed slowly, as if loath to admit that somethmg final 
^ I them all As each one went down the path he 

th a fisherman far away, steaddy floggmg the water. But 
, home. They hung around the hotel all afternoon, 

K ^ crowded bar, dnnkmg; the women cluckmg m the 
ack kitchens. Outside the hotel the heads of the patient horses, 
growng fewer as the hours went by, drooped lower and lower 
^th the going down of the sun, untd only one cart was left and 
2t, at last, ambled slowly away. 

t was twdight before the visitors, tired and not m a good 
~ given only tea and boded eggs for limch - 

^ d take possession of the littered bar. They helped themselves 
0 oruiks and threw the corns mto the pmt glass. Dnnkmg they 
00 ed out at the amber hght touchmg the mountam Ime. 

t^s queer,’ murmured the pnest. ‘Why is it, aU today and 
^ on thinking it’s the autumn?’ 

I IS a bit hke it all nght,’ the inspector agreed pleasantly. 
Nonsense,’ said the red-haired girl. ‘It’s a beautiful May day.’ 

A t^od,’ agreed the inspector 

™eze of small black cows passed, one by one, along the beach. 
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They watched them go. Then Dinny put his head in from the 
kitchen. 

"Supper, gentlemen.' 

T hope we'll have that salmon that came over the mountains,' 
smiled the Celt. 

Nobody stirred. 

"In America, you know, we call it the FaU.' 

"The Fall?' said the priest. 

"The fall of the leaves,' explained the soldier, thinking he did 
not understand. 

The pnest looked out over the dark lake - a stranger would 
hardly have known there was a lake if it had not been for the dun 
edge of froth - and, juttmg out his lower hp, nodded to himself, 
very slowly, three times. 

"Yes, mdeed,' the inspector sighed, watching his face sympa- 
thetically. 

"Aye,' murmured the priest, and looked at him, and nodded 
agam, knowing that this was a man who understood. 

Then he whirled, gave the Celt a mighty slap on the back, and 
cried, "Come on and we’ll polish off that salmon. Quick march I' 

They finished their dnnfe and strolled into the lampht dinmg 
room. As they sat around the table and shook out their napkins 
the soldier said, ‘I reckon tomorrow will be another fine day.' 

The red-haued girl leaned to the window and shaded her eyes 
against the pane. She could see how the moon touched the trees 
on the island with a ghostly tenderness. One clear star above the 
mountain wall gleamed. Seeing it her eyebrows floated upward 
softly for sheer joy. 

Tes,’ she said quietly, "it will be another grand day - toWrrow*^ 

And her eyebrows sank, very slowly, like a falling ciutam. 



The End of the Record 


/ 


j) 


The news went around the poorbouse that there was a man with 

a recording van in the grounds. He was picking up old stones and 
songs. 

And they say that he would give you a five-slullmg piece mto 
verses of an old song/ said Thomas Hunter, an 
h Coomacoppal, m West Kerry, forgetting that five- 

shilhng pieces were no longer m fashion. 'Or for a story, if you 
have a good one.' 

What sort of stories would them be?’ Michael Kivlehan asked 
^eptically. He was from the barony of Forth and Bargy, m 

County Wexford, and had been in the poorhouse for eleven 
years. 


Any story at all only it is to be an old story and a good story, 
li ^d°i^ fairies, or about ghosts, or about the way people 

And what do he do with ’um when he have ’um?’ 

Hasn’t he a phonograph? And doesn’t he give them out over 
And doesn’t everyone in Ireland be listerung to 


I wonder now,’ said Michael Kivlehan, ‘would he give me five 
^ngs for the “Headless Horseman and the Coacha Bowr” ?’ 
^omas Hunter sighed. 

One tune I had a grand story about Finn MacCool and the 
cotch giant. But it is gone from me. And Td be getting my fine 
piece into my fist this mmute if I could only announce 

The two old men sat on the sides of their beds and tned to 
remember stones. But it was other thmgs they remembered and 
ey forgot all about the man outside who had set them thinkmg 
01 their childhood. 

The doctor had taken the collector into the women’s ward to 
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meet Mary Creegan, She was sitting up in bed, alone in the long 
room; aU the other women were out in the warm sun. As the two 
men walked up the bare flpor the collector was trailing a long 
black cable from a microphone in his hand, and the doctor was 
telling him that she came from a place called FaiU-a-ghleanna m 
West Cork. 

. ‘She should have lots of stories because her husband was famous 
for them. After he died she went a bit airy so they had to bring 
her to us. Twas a bit tough on her at first. Sixty years in the one 
cottage - and then to finish up here.’ They stood beside her bed. 
T brought a visitor to see you, Mary,’ he said m a loud voice. 

She did not appear to see them. She was humming happily to 
herself. Her bony fingers were wound about an anaent rosary 
beads. Her white hair floated up above a face as tmy and as 
wrmkled as a forgotten crab apple. All her teeth were gone so that 
her face was as broad as it was long : it was as if the midwife had 
pressed the baby’s chin and forehead between thumb and fore- 
finger. The doctor gently laid his hand under the tiny chin and 
turned her face towards him. She smiled. 

‘Put down the kettle and wet the tay,’ she ordered. 

The doctor sat on the bed; so did the collector. 

‘ ’Tis down, Mary, and two eggs m the pot. This poor man here 
is after coming a long way to talk to you. He’s tired out.’ 

She turned and looked at the stranger. Encouraged by a bright- 
ening spark m the depths of her eyes he turned aside and mur- 
mured qmetly mto the microphone, ‘Reggy? Recording ten 
seconds from . . . now.’ 

It’s a bad road,’ she said. ‘Ask Jamesy is he keeping that divil 
of a cow out of the cabbage.’ 

‘She’s all right,’ the doctor cried mto her ear. ‘Jamesy is watch- 
mg her. Be talking to us while we’re waitmg for the tay. You told 
me one tune you saw a ghost. Is that true ?’ 

She looked out of the window and her eyes opened and nar- 
rowed like a fish’s g ills as if they were suckmg something m from 
the blue sky outside. The collector stealthily approached her cbm 
With the microphone. 

Ghosts^ Ayeh I Ha 1 My ould divil of a tailor is forever and 
always talkm’ about ’um. But, sure, I wouldn’t heed him. Buminm' 
^nd boashtin’ he is from mommg to mght and never a needle to 
oSo 



ie shtacfc in the shtuff. Where is he ? Why don’t you ask hun to be 
talking to you about ghoshts?^ 

The doctor looked across the bed at the collector and raised his 
eyebrows. 

Maybe you dou^t believe m them yourself?' he mocked. 

^ T do not beheve in 'urn. But they're there Didn't I hear tell of 
um from them that saw 'um ? Aye, and often. And often 1 Aye' - 
coUectmg her thoughts from the sky above the bakehouse 
cmmney - Vasn't it that way the mght Father Regan died ? Huh I 
hey called him Father Regan, but he was not a nght pnest He 
was silenced for some wrong thing he did when he was a young 
pnest, and they sent him to Faill-a-ghleanna to be doing penance 
or it When ^ time came to die it was a bad, shtormy mght. 
And when he sent for the parish priest to hear his confession the 
pnest said he could not come. And that was a hard thmg to do, for 
no man should refuse the dying. And they sent another messenger 
or the pnest, and still the pnest could not come. ''Oh," said 
ather Regan, “I’m lost now.” So they sent a third messenger, 
nd for the third time the pnest could not come And on his way 
ack wasn't the messenger shtopped on the road by a woman ? It 
^-egan’s own mother. “Go back,” says she, “and if the 
randl^ by his bed hght up,” says she, “of their own accord,” says 
s e, he IS saved ” And the messenger went back, and Father 
6gan gave wan look at bim and he closed his eyes for the last 
tame With that all the people went on their knees. And they 
egan to pray If they did, there were three candles at the head of 
e dead pnest. And didn't the one beside the wmdow hght up ? 
th ^ ^ while the candle beside the fire clevy ht up. And 

W went on praying And the wmd and the shtorm screammg 
^ ut the house, and they watchmg the wick of the last candle, 
od, bit by bit, the way you’d blow up a fire with a bellows, 
thi t the candle over the pnesfs head hght up until the whole 
room was hke broad dayhght.' 

he old woman’s voice suddenly became bnght and hard. 

, ^ ready a-yet? Domn and blosht it, ye’ll have them 

like bullets.’ She looked alertly at the two men ‘Where am P 
ore s Jamesy ? What are ye doing to me 
heaA^ held her wnst. Her eyes faded She sank back 
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“I thought,’ she waUed, 'that it was how I saw a great bright- 

The collector spoke one word into the microphone. The old 
wojnan had fainted. Overcome with regrets he began to apologize, 
hut the doctor waved his hand at him, 

Txated. Til send up the sister to give her an injection. Some- 
times she loves to talk about old times. It does her good/ 

They went out of the empty ward, the cable traihng softly. 
Ihey passed the male ward. Michael Kivlehan and Thomas 
Hunter were sittmg on their beds. As the doctor led the way 
ow^tans, he said, ‘When that generation goes it wdl be all over. 
31 or me outside. There are a couple more. You might get bits 

and scraps from them/ 

The engmeer put his head out of the van and said, in the gloomy 
^engmeers. That might come through aU right/ 
en t e doctor came out again they sat with a middle-aged 
man from Wicklow, named Fenelon. He had been on the roads 

irTiT When he counted the years he spoke 

adte L sLd^^ language which is caUed 

I often walked from Dublin to Puck, and thaPs a hundred 

disturbmg anything but a hare or a snipe. Td 

CaUan, and by Shevenamon 
west to the Galtees.^ ^ 

^<1 ^ot see the microphone; he did not see his visitors; 

^ ^ softly cut the disc he was seemg only the moimtamy 

thei^elves °° ^ ^ ^ shaggy as 

fliPTn ^ ^®v^d on to an old woman who sang a love song for 
She ^ "packed voice. She said she had learned it in Chicago. 
Sonf-f^^^ ^ poem of twelve verses about a voyage to the 
rprlrvi were finishing a disc with a very old man from 

doctor hastily beckoned to the 

dow shake ^ 

tor said^^ thanked him and were driving away, the coUec- 
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Tull up when wehe out of the town. I want to play back those 
discs.' 

They circled up and out of the town unfed its murmiir was so 
famt that they could hear only the loudest cries of the playing 
chddren. There they played back the discs, and as they leaned 
towards the loud-speaker and the black record circled smoothly 
they could see sideways through the wmdow, the smoke of the 
hollow town. The last voice was Mary Creegan's. 

. . . and after a httle while the candle beside the fire clevy lit up. 
And they went on praying. And the wind and the shtorm scream- 
ing about the house, and they watching the wick of the last candle. 
And, bit by bit, th^ y^ay you'd blow up a fire with a bellows, 
didn t the candle over the pnestfs head light up until the whole 
room was like broad daylight. ... Isn't that tay ready a-yet? 
Damn and blosht it, ye'll have them eggs like bullets. . . . Where 
am I? Where's Jamesy? What are ye doing to me? ... I thought 
that it was how I saw a great brightness.' 

The listeners relaxed. Then from the record came a low, lonely 
cry It was the fluting of a bittern over moorland. It fluted sadly 
once again, farther away, farther away, and for a third time, 
almost too faint to be heard. Many times the two men played back 
those last few inches of disc. Every time they heard the bittern 
waihng over the mountains. 

It Was dusk. They laid the voices in a black box and drove 
away Then they topped the hiU, and the antennae of their head- 
lamps began to probe the windmg descent to the next valley. 


Lord and Master 


*e g=““ «f 

pond he la A gate lodge and smooth 

s~ he « cottage. The 

hTto tf ^ *'• *« ^ had not 

garden Tf ^ ^ cat, and his tmy 

its smgle pear tree” ^ gooseberry hushes and 

^ cold that nearly fimshed 
of damn nn ^ ^ noticed the patches 

February whe t “°C pay much attention until 
and his^’n!? r ^ through the floor of the front room 

Wt on hK haf a™" “P He took his stick, 

he found nlasi ^ nought out Paddy Markham, the mason, whom 

Mam Street Neville’s pub in the 

Shf ^’h ^a "P ^®''e a little job for you.’ 

teacher^H#. h ^tid a squint and was half the height of the 

and as he kst^'^ 

with the Domt"f tu * mixing the bit of mortar on the hawk 
the morto 3 n^°i 5^°’"'^!. In the end he chucked the trowel mto 
^ , 5 “P at his old teacher. 

cottage fm A ^u“ ^’''® tinkerin’ with that ould 

iheds of noma ‘•'^-five years. I made people spend hun- 
And,’ he raid *“ S't the damp out of it 

a penny on it j’^P^antly, 'it’s as soppin’ as if they never spent . 
plastered it wk-k^S ^ damp course under it, I waterproofed it. I 
I^udlo and the^ M 

trym’ to nlpcf-^ay. ^ows whato. And you migiit as well be 
'Went on comforh^^i Atlantic Ocean. Oh, mmd you,’ Paddy 
S^y as the m a s ter stared down gloomily at his 



en&usiastic, stupid face, Ifs a nate little house The house is all 
right. Tis well huilt, "tis sohd as the Rock o’ Gibraltar. But there’s 
wan thing wrong with it.’ 

And what the devil is that, pray?’ 

Tis the pond that you have m front of you that’sseeping onder- 
neath your foundations There’U be days, Masther, and if you 
were to take up a floorboard in the front room you’d find a lake of 
wather ondemeath it I’ 

Oh, well, in that case,’ cried the master happily, ‘all I have to do 
IS get nd of the pond I’ 

upathun. 

*Where does the water in the pond come from?’ 

Paddy drew back and looked sideways at him 
It comes m a stream from the big lake m front of Carewscourt 
ouse, where else? Or are you coddm’ me^ As if you didn’t 
ow ! Do you mean to say you don’t know the ould guUy with 
t e wooden dam beside Beechmount crossroads? Sure all the 


Paddy cocked his quizzical crooked eye 
'How?’ he asked. 


water m the town comes down there Down through the channel 

om the River Villy that the Carews cut hundreds and hundreds 
or years ago.’ 

The master touched his beard. 

-^d flows into then lake? And out of the lake into my pnd? 
d from my pond in front of all the cottages ^ And from . . ' 
tie stopped. He saw a small boy throwmg stones mto the stream 
t runs down the middle of the mam street of RathviUy bet^veen 
0 low walls and two hnes of hme trees. The child stood on the 
t pavement^ which is three steps above the street on that side, 
e master looked down at the base of the waU that Paddy had 
^een plastenng. 

Then that stream must be seepmg under every shop along tlus 
^ e of the street? And under every cottage back along the road? 
A^weU as under my cottage?’ 

0 e sure it does,’ the mason agreed plaadly. 
hen I have no job at all for you, Paddy The County Council 
wall up the dam at Beechmount crossroads.’ 
of master back down the street, past the last Ime 

^^bins, each with its own httle wooden bridge, to his cottage by 
^ pond. There he sat down and wrote a long letter to the 




secretary of the County Council requesting that the dam at 
Beechmount be permanently closed. 

3ut sure, my dear Michael,' laughed the county engineer, Corny 
Cosgrave, when he called on the master (who had taught him his 
first pothooks in the national school), hf we did what you want us 
to do we'd dry up the bloody lake m Carewscourt.' 

‘And why not, Cornelius ?' the master asked calmly. 

‘But, it's their lake I' 

‘Is that a fact, Comehus?' The master smiled patiently. ‘And 
who gave them the right, Cornelius, to deflect the v/ater to make 
the lake^ Did they ask permission of the town of Rathvilly to 
make the lake^ Did they get permission from the County Council 
to make the lake?' 

‘You know damn well,' cried Corny testily, ‘that there was no 
such a thing as asking permission in those days. Are ye daft ? Sure, 
if there was even such a thing as a County Council in those days 
they were the County Council. And as for asking permission from 
the town, sure they made, owned, and ran the bloody town.' 

‘And do they still own the town, Comehus?' asked the master, 
glaring at his pupil like Moses at a backshdmg Israelite. ‘Is this all 
our much-vaunted hberty has brought us? You,’ persisted the 
master, in his slow Biblical voice, ‘were one of the first young men 
in this county to take up arms for the mdependence of your coun- 
try You fought . . .’ 

Corny held his master's arm. 

‘Look, Master ! For God's sake, leave pohtics out of this. You’d 
drag pohtics mto the sale of a wheelbarrow. This question is not 
a pohtical question. It is a legal question.’ 

„ And is the law of Ireland,' asked the master fiercely, ‘for the 
Saxon or is it for the GaeP' 

‘The law,’ said Comehus, throwing his arms as wide as possible 
as if to throw the whole matter as far away from himself as pos- 
sible, is for everybody. Rich and poor. Gentle and simple* 
Christian and Jew. Young and old. Male and female. Without the 
shghtest distinction of class or creed.' 

The master smiled at his pupil. Then, as if he had a cane be- 
hmd his back and was saymg, ‘Kindly tell me what is the capital 

'^f Arakan,'hesaid: 

JKmdly teU me, Cornelius, what is the law in this matter?’ 



*That will be for the courts to decide/ 

At that the master let such a roar out of him that Corny, from 
old habit, half raised a protective arm 

‘So {' the master cned. Tour decision is that I must go behmd 
the County Council to the courts?^ 

Corny saw that he had fallen mto a trap. 

‘Now I Now ! Don’t take me up on a word 1 How do I know 
what the council will deade to do?’ 

Tou know damn well that you’ve decided already what you’re 
gomg to tell them to do !’ 

Corny took the master by the arm again. He spoke hke a flutmg 
pigeon to him. 


‘Listen to me, Mr Kennedy.’ The old man did not fad to notice 
the change from ‘My dear Michael’ to ‘Master* and from ‘Master’ 
to ‘Mister’, together with mcreasmg amiabdity ) Tou and I were 
old campaigners together. You were a Feman, and the son of a 
Feman. You were the first man to open my eyes to the true facts 
of the national question Sure, the way you taught Irish history 
was a marvel ! A positive marvel I And you know that I’m as 
^und an Irishman as you’ll get m the four quarters of Ireland. 
You know me.T know you And the two of us understand one 
another’s hngo. But what you forget, and a lot of other people for- 
get, and I say this, now, with the greatest respect for you and m 
the highest possible regard, is that the people of Ireland can’t be 
going back over old sor^ forever and ever. There are such thmgs, 
you know, as what they caU fate aceomplee ’ He slapped the 
^ter on the shoulder as if it were he who was the ex-teacher 
3od the master the ex-pupil. T often heard of people wantmg to 
^rn back the clock, but this is the first time I heard of a man 
w^^ug ^ bloommg nver I' 

e master listened sourly to his peals of laughter. 

Are you telhng me, Mr Cosgrave, that you’re not able to dam a 
de stream no bigger than a dog’s piddle for the sake of the health 
your own town?’ 

% dear sir, give me one man with a shovel and I’ll do it for 
y u m five minutes ’ 

^n why don’t you do it in five minutes ?’ 

Why^’^^^' certam people have certam rights, and that's 





If s not by any chance because certain people are afraid of cer- 
tam people, and liat's why?’ 

Corny went pink. He seized his hat. 

1 will make my report directly to the County Council, he said 
coldly. He paused at the door. ‘You were always a cantankerous 
ould divil.’ 

‘And,’ the master shouted after him, ‘I never gave you enough 
of the stick on your backside when I had you !’ 

The clang of the motor-car door and the bang of the cottage 
door were simultaneous. 

Withm a week the master’s pond had the whole town turned 
upside down. If a child’s cap blew into the stream in the middle of 
the street, or if he got his feet wet beside the cottages, or if a 
woman as much as sneezed, or if some old fellow who had never 
done a day’s work in his life got a twinge of rheumatism, some- 
body would start cursme the stream. He might even strike an atti- 
tude and say, ‘Is it for we bled and died?’ There was nothing 
that couldn’t be and wasn’t connected with the stream. When the 
price of coal went up, somebody was heard to say : 

‘And timber galore in the demesne I How fan they wouldn t 
give it out to the poor? Oho no I All they ever gave us to warm 
us was then duty ould wather T 

It wasn’t only the Carews. Their relations all over the county 
came in for it, the Eustaces, the Brodncks, the Connollys, and the 
Suttons, until, as one of the opposition said, you’d think the 
stream had as many tnbutanes as the Ganges. And then there 
was an ex-soldier who told the whole pub how he once met an 
Englishman m Burma who said, ‘Rathvilly? Isn’t that the place 
where the nver runs down the middle of the street?’ Hammering 
the counter this traveller shouted, ‘Are we to deshtroy a shtrame 
that have us made famous the world over?’ 

‘I agree,’ the doctor said in the lounge of the Royal Hibernian 
Hotel, ‘that, ideally, the stream ought to be dosed. But you know 
very well that if you dose up the stream they’ll simply throw 
then rubbish mto the street And if you block up the stream the 
cottages will have no miming water to wash thdr clothes in.’ 

Nobody said anythmg to that. But the vet winked at the ceil- 
hig. They all knew that the doctor attended the Carev/s. 
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'Aesthetically speaking/ said the bank clerk, 'it would be a 
pity to dry up the stream. It's a very pleasant feature in the 
town. I grant you there's a hit of a niff off it in the summer, 
but . . .' 

‘Am I wrong,' the town's cryptosodahst said, ‘m thinfang that 
your bank handles the Carews' account?' 

‘Aha 1 ' from the bank clerk. ‘There's Russia talkmg I You don’t 
mmd havmg your own sister workmg as a parlourmaid m Carews- 
court?' 

'A perfect example,' the cryptosoaahst cried, ‘of the evil net- 
work of feudalism ' 

*Why the hell's blazes,' said John Jo Sulhvan, who owned the 
garage, and used to be a commandant of the IRA. thirty-two 
years ago, before he got paimchy and baldmg, ‘don't we go out 
some mght and settle the whole bloody thmg with one good stick 
0 dynamite under the ould dam?' 

‘Well, why don't you John Jo?' smiled the inspector of the 
guards, who used to be John Jo's adjutant m those good old days 

■when every question was 'settled with one good stick of djma- 
mite'. 


Because I don't trust you, you bastard,' said John Jo bitterly. ^ 
‘There was a time when you'd have taken a chance, John Jo, 
said the mspector easily. And he added, by way of no harm, from 
depths of his armchair, 'Ey the way, did Carew order that new 
umber Hawk &om you yet ?' 

The master thus found support on all sides. 

He Was all the more dumbfounded when he got a letter a wee 
^ater from Corny Cosgrave saymg that ‘m view of the enclosed 
ocument no action can be taken m the matter imtil the next 
®eetmg of the County Council ' The document was ‘A Grand 
etition, pleading for the preservation of the stream, signe y 
^79 out of RathviU/s total of 395 inhabitants When he had read 
uown the list of names he hurled the paper on the floor and cursed 
Rathvilly, man, woman, and child, lock, stock, and barae , back to 
tbeir seventy-seven generations, for a pack of cowards, bars, and 
slaves. 

Not that he did not know perfectly weU the pressure that 
behind every signature on the list. The first name on it was 
f'xiiy Markham’s. Padd/s brother worked m die Carewscourt 



sawmills. Every shopkeeper in the town was there ; which meant 
that the Carews owed hundreds of pounds all over the place, and 
everybody knows there is only one way to treat creditors and that 
is to make them hop or they'll walk on you. As he examined the 
hst he could find only two names that had not been extracted 
by force: they were two old women who, to his knowledge, 
were dead and buried for at least three years. When he saw 
the two names the master cursed Rathvilly more bitterly- than 
ever. 

'My God !’ he ground out. ‘All we've taught the Carews is how 
to beat us at our ovra game I* ' 

It was three weeks to the next meeting of the council. He spent 
every day of it canvassing the members Not one man of them re- 
fused him support, none promised it. What maddened him above 
all was the way somebody who had signed the ‘Grand Petition' 
would accost him and congratulate him on the fight he was 
matang. 

‘But,' he would say coldly, ‘your own name is on the petition, 
signed there m black and wMte 1' 

The man would say something like : 

Terrah, Master, what signify that? Sure aU I told them was to 
throw me name on the ould paper if it gave them any satisfaction. 
I can assure you, Master, that I'm on& hundred per cent with you 
for getting nd of that old stream. 'Tis destroying the health of 
the town Fight them. Master! We're behind you to the last 
ditch.' 

At the next meeting of the council he sat at the rear of the 
room. To his dehght one man stood up to support him. He was 
the Labour member. 

T maintain, Mr Chairman,' the Labour member declared, ‘that 
it would be a most progressive action, which, as well as giving 
much-needed employment to the town and borough, would 
benefit the health and sanitation of the working classes, if it was a 
thing that the stream at present pursuing its noxious course 
through the mam street was to be fiilled up. It would, for one 
thing, vaden the street.' 

‘That’s nght,’ put m the Ratepayers’ member. ‘The unem- 
ployed could park their motor cars there ' 

‘That,’ shouted the Labour member, ‘is an unworthy remark, 
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but no more than I would expect from the low quarter from 
whence it came/ 

Tour own brother/ shouted the Ratepayers" member, ^signed 
the petition for to keep it/ 

The brother/ roared the labour member, 'is as good an Irish- 
man as anybody in this room. And he was never before the courts 
for keepmg his pub open after hours I" 

‘No, nor for poaching salmon either, I suppose?" taunted the 
Ratepayers" member. 

The chairman banged the table for three solid minutes, durmg 
which the two speakers investigated the history of their respective 
famihes between the years i 8 io and 1952* 

‘May I ask," he said, when he had restored order, 'where the 
sewage would go if we were to fill up the stream^" 

‘That, Mr Chai rman / declared the Labour member, is the 
whole pomt. It is high time that the sewage system of this town 
was put mto a proper condition." 

Aha I’ the Farmers" member shouted. 'Now we’re gettmg at 
it ’ And your own uncle a contractor I " 

This time it took the chairman five minutes to restore order. 
He gave the floor to John Jo Sullivan, who, they all knew, was 
going to stand at the next general election for the Dad, 

‘Mr Chairman," John Jo said, 'I do not thmk that I need to 
®ake any excuses for what I am going to say here today I do not 
tbink I need to blow my own trumpet. I have no wish nor desire 
to boast of my national record, nor of those far-off days when 
Ireland ht a torch that shone around the world. Be that as it may, 
^o<iay, thanks be to God, we have a free country (all but the six 
northern counties, I hasten to say) m which every man is gnaran- 
his nghts under a free constitution, equally approved by 
church and state. We have a country, moreover, where any man 
^ho may have any doubts as to his nghts can have free recourse 
to the courts of law, where aU such httle disputes can be amic- 
f bly settled in honesty and m fnendship. Our people," he mtoned, 
have made themselves - and our dear httle island - famous aU 
over the world for their long fight do^vn the ages for liberty, and 
ior Chnstiamty. In these dark and troubled^days, Ivir Chairman, 
at surround us, with the spectres of war .. . 

At the rear of the room the master rose and walked out so 
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quietly that nobody noticed his gomg. On his way home he 
almost admired Carew. Outnumbered four hundred to one he 
could still keep the rabble under his heels. 

On the next morning he went into Limerick city to a soliciton 
The sohator hstened to him patiently. Then he said, in the sad, 
tired voice of a man who is sick to death of all litigation : 

‘Tm afraid, Mr Kennedy, you have a case. Tm sorry to say I 
think you have a case.' ^ 

‘Afraid? Sorry? What do you mean?' 

‘I mean that you’ll go ahead with it. And you won't win it I 
know Carew, Mr Kennedy. He is a detemun^ man. If you beat 
hiTD in the lower courts he’ll take you up to the Four Courts, and 
he won't stop untd he rums you. And if you should, by some 
miracle, beat hiTu m law he won't stop until he runs you out of 
the town. He’ll fight you to the last ditch, and beyond it. And I 
must confess, Mr Kennedy, I don't blame him .' 

The master rose in his chair. 

‘That’s queer kind of talk to be gomg on with to your own 
chent Are you on his side or are you on mme ? ' 

‘Sit down there and listen to me ! I’m not on his side. But I 
can put myself m his position. And if you could do the same you’d 
see that if you were Lord Carew you’d do to him exactly what he 
IS domg to you. Tell the truth, Mr Kennedy. If somebody tried 
to take away from you somethmg that you and your people had 
owned for gomg on two hundred and fifty years, somethmg that 
you’d looked at every day of your hfe, ever smce you were a boy, 
somethmg that all your memones were wrapped up in, and your 
father’s and your mother's before you, and back behmd them for 
the seven generations - somethmg you were very, very fond of, 
Mr Kennedy - wouldn't you fight that man down to the last brass 
farthing you possessed?’ 

The master scattered the air with his hands. 

‘There’s no sense nor meanmg to this kind of talk I I’m not 
interested m hypotheses. I’m not Lord Carew, and I don’t want 
to be Lord Carew, and I know no thin g about Lord Carew, but I 
know this, that if I was Lord Carew and I wanted to make a lake 
m front of my house I hope I’d do it some other way than by 
drainmg my dirty water past every cottage between my front 
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gate and the gable wall of the chapel.' The old man leaned half- 
way over the desk. His voice rose. If I wanted to make a lake this 
mmute m front of my house would be I allowed to run away 
with half the nver to do it? They stole the nverl' he shouted. 
They stole the nver, and if there’s justice m the country they 
should be made to give it back to the people that owns it Lord 
Carew? How could I be ...' He laughed derisively. T)o you 
know,' he ground out hatefully, ‘what the Carews did to Rath- 
viUy durmg the RebeUion of 1798 ? Do you know that . . .’ 

The sohator listened wearily. When the old man sank back, 
pantmg and trembling, he said : 

Wery well You evidently feel strongly about it. And if your 
nund IS made up, your mind is made up But I warn you that it's 
gomg to leave a blister on you to the end of your days. It would be 
fsr cheaper for you to leave the cottage altogether ' 

will not leave the cottage. Ever smce my wife, God rest her, 
saw that cottage twenty-five years ago she wanted me to have it. I 
put the best part of my life’s savings into furnishing that cottage. 

I love the cottage,’ 

*So be It.’ 

The master calmed down. 

Why have I a case?’ 

If the water is damaging your property somebody must be 
liable’ 

‘Good.’ 

you. It may not be Carew. It may be the County 

Council.’ 

‘It IS Carew. And I’U get him.’ 

‘But Carew will get at the council, you know.’ 

‘How?’ 

The sohator parted the air gently with his hands. 

All the way back in the tram the old teacher kept remembermg 
ttiat gesture. It remmded him of the pnest at Mass turmng to the 
I^ple to say Domtnus vobiscum. He kept murmurmg the words 
to the wet, wheelmg fields. They recurred to hun many times 
ttonng the foUowmg days, which he spent, often late mto the 
^gbt, wntmg appealmg letters to everybody of position whom 

® dad ever even shghtly known. Durmg those mghts when he 
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would hear nothing but the swish of the willow outside, or an 
occasional car driving fast through the town, it seemed to him 
that, m some way, his desire to go on hvmg in his cottage was 
linked with his wife’s desire to possess it, and that those words, 
Domtnus vobtscum, were words of encouragement from her to 
him. He would seize a new sheet then, and write another long 
angry letter, to a member of the Dail, to a pnest, or to the bishop. 
He even wrote to the President of Eire. To not one of these 

letters did he ever receive a reply. 

The lawyers were writing more letters. His sohmtor quoted 
against the council a statute from the reign of King John about 
pubhc waterways. The council’s sohcitor countered that the lake 
and its tributaries were Lord Carew’s private property. The 
master’s sohcitor quoted tbis against Carew’s sohcitors. Carew’s 
sohators rephed that they acknowledged responsibility as for 
the lake, but that once the stream left the demesne it became the 
pubhc property of the people of Rathvilly. They were sparrmg 
all the wmter. 

Then one afternoon, in late April, the words Dominus vobis- 
cum suddenly came to the master with a new meaning. As he 
murmured the words he looked out of his window. He saw a 
rainbow that seemed to leap directly from his pond across the sky 
to the spne on Chapel Hill, and he heard his wife’s voice saymg, 
as she had so often said, 'Ah, wisha, Patrick, why do you be 
always growhng agamst the Church? ’Tis our only friend.’ He 
took his hat and stick and stumped, down mto the town, and up 
Chapel Hill to the presbytery. Painfully he dimbed the long 
steps Puffed, he pulled the china handle of the bell and asked 
the housekeeper for the monsignor. She put him to wait in the 
small side parlour. 

As he stood and looked over the woven reed of the half screen 
amoss the smoky thatch of the httle town he saw somethmg he 
had not noticed before ; a big motor car below at the presbytery 
gate. It was the Carewscourt car. 

At the same moment, across the hall, he became aware of ^ 
murmur of voices and the soimd of somebody laughing. He 
opened his door a crack. It was the dehcate laugh of the moU' 
signor, and he could ima gine the damty httle figure^ the white 
hair, the rosy cheeks, the jigging hand, and the touches of red on 
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his vest and his biretta He felt his heart thrusting against his 
breastbone. The blood pumped up under his eyes. He crossed the 
hall and flung open the parlour door. There v/as Lord Carew, as 
sallow as an old spoon, long-faced, smiling, and the monsignor 
seated opposite him, with his pale-pink hand on the big ordnance 
map spread on the plush-covered table between them. The master 
lashed the table with his stick so that the papers flew. 

T knew it,’ the old man whispered, glarmg from one astonished 
face to the other. Tor forty-five years,’ he gasped, T’ve taught m 
this town, and my poor vTife with me. I served you’ - he pomted 
his tremblmg stick at the monsignor - 'smce I was a boy serving 
Mass at the altar, and now I find you conspirmg against me with 
the gentry !’ The monsignor had risen, fluttermg his two palms 
‘I hoped,’ the master sobbed, T hoped to find the Church on my 
side and on the side of my poor wufe. But the Church is against us I 
As the Church was always against us Against the Femans The 
men of forty-eight. Parnell. Sinn Fern. In the fight for the 
Repubhc , , * 

At that he collapsed After they had partly revived him, they 
helped him out between them, down the long steps, and into 
Carew’s car. The cries of the children at play did not pause 

On the way, Carew remembered that the old chap hved alone 
and instead of pausing at the lodge gates he went on into the 
avenue to his own front steps. There the butler, hearmg him 
come, was already waiting to open the door of the car By this 
time the master had recovered. He looked out at the butler, an 
old pupil of his, one Timsy Twomey, realized where he was, and 
^*^i^bled out in angry disdam. 

Tou (] better have a brandy, Mr Kennedy,’ Carew suggested 
and nodded to Twomey 

‘I want nothing from you but the one thing,’ the master began 
liaughtily. ‘and that . . .’ 

He stopped. Behind the haze of fishing flies on Carew’s t^vecd 
nat he saw an oblong sheet of water burning below its low 
gmnite coping, fiery m the sun that was smking between a rosy 
scallop of clouds and the flowing hills of ViHy. now as hard as 
jewels in the cold April air Its long smooth glow N\as broken 
only by a row of cypresses at its far end. the reflection of whose 
“ack plumes plunged into the burning pool to spear die light 
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again. Beneath them were two wrestling Tritons from whose 
mouths two fountains rose, and crossed and fell with a soft 
splash. Carew watched the old mafrs eyes for a moment or two. 
They were a play of astonishment, dehght, and hate. 

‘Well, Mr Kennedy, there^s the cause of it all. And you’re 
lookmg at it, I think, for the first time? And, probably, for the 
last time.’ 

The master looked quickly at him, arrested by his tone. 

‘I mean,’ Carew said, with a httle crooked snule on his long 
sallow face, ‘the lake is going to be drained.’ 

‘You’re closmg the dam?’ the master asked, unbelievingly, and 
looked back at the water which, already, was growing ^ark and 
cold. 

Tou may as well know, if it gives you any pleasure. I’m seUmg 
Carewscourt. I've sold it to a teaching order of nuns. Good 
teachers, I beheve. Or so the monsignor tells me. One of the first 
thin gs they’re gomg to do is to dram the lake. And I’m not much 
surprised, for it has damn near drained me.’ 

And he began to explain how badly it had been constructed, 
with somebody always havmg to empty it and mend the bottom, 
or grout the sides, or repair the plumbing of the fountam, or 
dredge the channels down through the town. 

‘The sisters are gomg to plant a sunken garden in it. I’m sorry, 
but . . . Oh, well ! They haven’t sat here of s umm er evenmgs as I 
have, watching the sun go down.’ 

The splash of the fountains had become more distinct. The 
hdls were dark when Twomey opened the glass doors behmd 
them, and stood waitmg for his old teacher. 

‘It’ll be a hard frost tomght,’ said Carew. ‘Do come in. We use 
the hall now for a dining room,’ he said, and he and the master 
went up the three shallow steps into the house. Twomey held out 
the glasses on a salver. Each took one. ‘I’ve emptied nearly every 
room m the house,’ Carew said. TU sell everythmg except those 
books ’ 

They walked across the hall to the big bookcase. The master 
looked mto them with mterest. 

‘Mostly Irish books,’ Carew said. Tamily history. I’ll keep 
these.’ 

And where,’ asked the master, speaking for the first time since 



lie asked who would dam the lake, 'where are you gomg to live. 
Lord Carew?’ 

Carew tapped his chest. 

1 haven't long to run.’ He dramed his brandy. 'Can I drive 
you as far as the gates?' 

It took the master a long time to reply. Then he said : 

Thank you. I’d be obhged to you.' 

They drove circmtously, around the far end of the lake. There 
Carew halted the car for a few seconds to look. One star shone 
greenly m the water. At the far end the hallway made a brief 
dagger of hght. The house rose square, and straight and clear- 
cut in the last of the sun. 

Tt IS a fine house,' said the master grudgingly. 

‘It was,' said Carew. 

They drove on over the gravel to the gates, the cottage, and 
the pool 

^Good mght, Mr Kennedy. Take care of yourself.' 

Good mght, Lord Carew. I suppose the sisters will want this 
cottage?' 

Carew lifted an uncertain hand, meshed his gesrs, drove away. 

^^cn the car lights vanished down the road the master 
Walked towards his cottage. In 1ns willow pool he saw the even- 
ing star. He stood looking at it for a long time, serene m the 
water As he looked it began to fade. Clouds were coming across 
t e sky. It gleamed again, more bnlhantly than before. Then it 
went out 

He went mto his cottage and closed the door. From where he 
^t mside he could hear the willow whispermg to the water and 

cwall He would miss his little pool. 



Persecution Mania 


There a^e two types of Irishman I cannot stand. The jSrst is 
always trying to behave the way he thinks the English behave. 
The second is always trymg to behave the way he thinks the Irish 
behave. That sort is a roarmg bore. Ike Dignam is like that. He 
beheves that the Irish are witty, so he is forever makmg laborious 
jokes. He has a notion that tihe Irish have a gift for fantasy, so he 
IS constantly talkmg fey. He also has a notion that the Irish have 
a magnificent gift for mahce, mixed up with another idea of the 
Irish as great reahsts, so he loves to abuse everybody for not 
havmg more common sense. But as he also beheves that the Irish 
are the most kmd and charitable people in the world he ends up 
every tirade with, ‘Ah, sure, God help us, maybe the poor fellow 
IS good at heart.’ The result is that you do not know, from one 
moment to the next, whom you are talking to - Ike the fey or Ike 
the realist, Ike the mahaous or Ike the kmd. 

I am sure he has no clear idea of himself. He is a pohtical 
journalist. I have seen him tear the vitals out of a man, and then, 
over a beer, say, with a shocked guffaw : 

Tm after dom’ a terrible thing Do you know what I said m 
my column this morning about Harry Lombard? I said, “There 
is no subject under the sun on which the eloquence does not 
pour from his bps with the thin flmdity of ass’s imlk ” Honest 
to God, we’re a terrible race. Of course, the man will never talk to 
me again.’ 

All as if right hand had no responsibility for left hand. But the 
exasperatmg thmg is that his victims do talk to him agam, and m 
the most fnendly way, though why they do it I do not know con* 
sidermg some of the thmgs he says and writes about them He 
the man who said of a certam woman who is m the habit of writ* 
mg letters to the press m defence of the Department of Roads and 
g ays, ‘Ah, sure, she wrote that with the minister’s tongue 



her cheek*’ Yet the Minister for Roads and Railways is one of his 
best fnends, and he says, ‘Ike Dignam? Ah, sure ! He’s all right. 
The poor devil is good at heart ’ And the cursed thing is that Ike 
is good at heart. I have long since given up trying to understand 
what this means. Something vaguely connected wth hope, and 
consolation, and despair, and the endless mercy of God. 

Ike naturally has as many enemies as fnends, and this is some- " 
thmg tha^h6 cannot understand. Somebody may say : 

‘But you’re forgettmg, Ike, what you said about him last year. 
You said every time he smgs “Galway Bay” he turns it mto a 
street puddle.’ 

Ike will laugh dehghtedly. 

That was only a bit o’ f un Who’d mind that 

Tfow would you hke to have things hke that said about your- 
self?' ' ^ 


He will reply, valiantly : 

T wouldn’t mind one bit Not one bit in the world. I'd know 
twas all part of the game. I’d know the poor fellow was really 
good at heart ’ 

A few weeks ago he got a taste of his own medicine. He com- 
^tted the folly of granting to his nvals the anaent wish of aU 
‘That nune enemy would wnte a book,’ The subject of his 
k - it was a pamphlet rather than a book — was Th& Irish 
Horse m Irish History, and it was savagely disembowelled m an 
anonymous review m one of the popular weekhes The sentence 
^t Wounded him, as it was intended to do, said, ‘Mr Dignam s 
^^^edge of hunters is weak, of hacks most profound.’ 

That very afternoon I met him m Mooney’s pub, on the quay. 
He was staring mto the bog-hole deeps of a pmt of porter. Seeing 
^ e turned such a morose eve on me that I could tell he had 
badly hit. ^ 

saw what the Sun said about my book? he asked, and 
J^JI nodded: ‘That’s a low paper A low rag A viaous- 
nded rag That’s what it is. Full of venom and hate and the lust 
And,’ he added, slapping the counter, destruction I 
^ebody getting his own back, I suppose?’ 
wnat did I ever do to anybody? Only a bit of give and take, 
^ts done every day of the week in journalism. Surely to 
^ * nobody takes me as seriously as all that 1’ 
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"Well, thafs more or less all your reviewer did with your 
book/ 

Agam the indignant, palm slapped the mahogany. 

That's exactly what I dishke about that review. The mean 
imphcation. The dirty innuendo. Why couldn't he come out and 
say it in the open like a man? It's the anonymity of the thmg 
that's so despicable.' Here he fixed me with a g innin g eye. "Who 
do ye think wrote it?' 

I spread my hands. 

T think/ he said sourly, "that it was Mulvaney wrote it, I made 
a hare of hiTn one tune m my column. But I'm not sure. That's 
the ciuse of it. He hasn't enough brains to write it.' He gazed at 
me for a moment through his eyelashes. "You didn't write it your- 
self by any chance?' 

I laughed and told him I hadn't read his book. I'd bought it, of 
course (which I had not), and had every mtention of readmg it 
(which was also untrue). 

"Or It could be that drunk Cassidy,' he said. "That fellow has it 
in for me ever smce I said that he spoke in the Dail with the 
greatest sobriety.' He laughed feebly. ‘Everyone knew what I 
meant. Do you think it might be Cassidy ?' 

"Ikey, It might be a dozen people.' 

Tt could be anybody,' he snarled ‘Anybody ! Damn it ah, if I 
ever say a thmg I say it straight out from the shoulder. Why can't 
they come into the open?' He leaned nearer and dropped to a 
whisper. ‘I was t hinkin g it might be that redheaded bastard hom 
the All Souls Club. That fellow thinks I'm anticlerical. And,' be 
guffawed, ‘I’m not ! That’s the joke of it. I'm not !' 

‘What m the name of all that’s holy,' I asked gossly, "has anti- 
clencahsm got to do with horses ? ' 

He scratched his head fiercely and moaned and shook it. 

"Ye never know. The people m this country have as much sense 
when it comes to rehgion . , . Tell me, did ye ever hear of a thing 
called Discovery of Documents?' 

It was only then I fuUy reahzed how badly he had been hit. 
"You’re not bemg such an idiot as to be thinkin g of takmg this 
thing to law?’ ' 

look’tl I don’t give one tinker's curse about what anybody 
says against me, but one thmg I must know is who wrote it I ^ 
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I don't find out who wrote it FIl he suspecting my best friends 
for the rest of my bom days/ 

‘Well/ 1 said, finishing my dnnk and leaving him, ‘happy hunt- 
ing to you/ 

A couple of days later I saw him cruising towards me along 
CyOmneU Street glowing like a sunrise. 

Tm on the track of that,' he shouted at me from fifteen yards 
off ‘Fm on the nght scent,' he babbled, and I had time to re- 
member what he was talkmg about while he explained how he had 
worked up a fnendship with a gir l m the office of the Sun. ‘ 'Tis 
none of the people I suspected at all. Do you know who I think 
wrote It now?' 

God knows, maybe you wrote it yourself.' 

^ shook with laughter. 

Twould be great pubhcity if I could say I did/ Then he 
glowered. Tffiey're entirely capable of saying I did. If they 
thought anybody would beheve 'em. No I' He gripped my arm. 

‘Twas a woman did it. I should have guessed it from the word 
“Go/",' 


Who IS she?' 

^on t know,' he said, sadly. 

Then why did you say.. ?' 

*1 had a dhream about it Didn't I see the long, lean, bony hand 
0 ding the pen, coming out like a snake from behind a red cur- 
^ Didn 1 1 see the gold bangle on the wnst and all ? 
id you pull the curtam to see who it was ? ' 
pulled and I pulled,' Ikey assured me enthusiastically. “Dear 

sU mght pullin' ! ' 

. f suggested bitterly, T suppose the curtain was made of 
know, Ikey, you’ll go crackers if you go on hke this 
With his two hands he dragged his hat down on his head as if 
ke wanted to extinguish himself. 

1 Will 1' lie cried, so loudly that passers-by turned to look at 
o.u ^ SO stark, starmg, roanng mad if I don't find 

wto wrote that dirty thing about me.’ 

wok,’ I pleaded ‘What does it all matter? The whole thing 
“ gone completely out of everybody’s head but your own It’s aU 
<>one with And even supposing you did find out who 

*™‘oit,whatcouldyoudothen?’ 
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He folded his arms and gazed down O'Connell Street like 
Napoleon looking over the Atlantic from St Helena. 

I’d write a Limerick on him. I'd shnvd him. I wouldn't leave a 
peck on his bones. As a matter of fact’ - cocking an eye on me - 
Tve done it already. I -wrote ten Limericks the other mght on ten 
different people who might have written that review. I'm tlpnk- 
ing of publi shin g the whole lot of 'em, and if the cap fits they 
can share it and wear it.' 

✓ 

And before I could stop him he recited to the sky four blistering 
quatrains on 'Irish Bar^ and Botch Reviewers'. I took his arm. 

‘Ikey, that’U be ten enemies you’U make instead of one 1 Come 
in here, Ikey, and let me talk to you hke a father.' 

We went across .to Mooneyes and I talked for haH an hour. I 
told him we had aU been through this sort of thing. I told him 
that no man who cannot grow an epidermis against mahce 
should try to hve in small countries like ours. I said that aU that 
matters is a man’s work. I assured him. Heaven forgive me, that 
he had written a masterly record of The Insh Horse tn Jrtsh 
History and that that was the mam thmg. I developed this 
soundly mto the theory that everythmg is grist to the mill, and 
that instead of worrying about this sdly review he should go 
home and write a comic piece about it for Dublm Opinion, which, 
mdeed, he could do very well. I bmlt him up as Dignam solus 
contra mundum. He agreed to every word of it. We parted cor- 
dially. He was m the happiest temper. 

Three days later he came stridmg towards me, beammg. Horn 
afar he hailed my passmg ship, roaring hke a bosun : 

T found the bastard ! Mulvaney I A fnend of min e charged 
him with It and he didn't deny it.' 

'Good You’re satisfied now.' 

T am I don’t give a damn about it now. Sure that fellow's 
brains are all m his behind Who’d mind any thmg he’d say ?’ 

‘The whole thmg is of no importance.' 

'None whatsoever.' 

Splendid It’s aU over now.' 

'Finished And done with!' 

‘Grand 

I sent him a hell of a postcard I ' 

‘No?’ 


‘I did/ he chortled, ‘I did. All I wrote on it was what I said to 
yourself : ‘Tour second front is your behind ” An open postcard. 
It was a temble thing to do,' he beamed. 'Oh, shocking I ’ 

His laughter gusted 

‘And you put your name to that?' 

T did not What a fool I’d be • That’ll keep him guessing for a 
while Twill do him no harm m the world He’s not a bad poor 
gom. Ah I Sure ! The poor divil is good at heart ’ 

Off he went, stnding along, as happy as a child I went into 
Mooney’s There at the counter was Mulvaney, sucking his empty 
pipe, stanng m front of him, his bushy eyebrows as black as mght. 

I wheeled quickly, but he caught the movement and called me. 
His hand strayed to his breast poclet. 

Im after receiving a very myst-e-e-nous communication,’ he 
said sombrely. 

I did not hear what else he had to say. I realized that you could 
do nothing with these people. I realized that the only sensible 
to do was to write a satire on the whole lot of them I be- 


gan to wonder could I get any editor anywhere to publish it 
anonymously. 



An Endxiring Friendship 


When Georgie Canty saw Louis Golden at the customs coimter 
of the airport he muttered ‘Bastard ! * under his breath : which 
was what he hoped most people m Ireland thought of Mr Louis 
Bloody Well Golden, editor of the Daily Crucifix, ‘Ireland's 
One and Only Cathohc Dady’ - and o^e too many at that ! 

Georgie’s eyes closed, his mouth zipped tight. His duodenum 
walked slowly all round his waist with spiked boots. It stuck a 
red-hot sword m through his navel. It pulled his liver out 
through his nbs. His eyes closed in agony . . . 

He hfted his hds and his eyes swivelled down the counter 
length at Golden - at his long neck hke a heron, his httle rabbit's 
puss with the two white teeth like a nutria, the hunched shoul- 
ders of a constipated stork, and the same soapy grm for the cus- 
toms officer that he probably switched on whenever he’d be talk- 
ing to a bishop. As he looked at him Georgie wondered if there 
ever had been a plane m which everybody was saved, except one 
man 

That mght at the Umted Bankers I With himseh and Golden, 
two of a platform of four, debating the motion That the Irish 
Are the Most Tolerant Race in the World. Three sentences. Three 
not too lengthy sentences about how sdly it is for Irishmen to be 
chasmg Freemasons as if they had four horns and two tads, and 
there he was, the next mo rnin g, crucified m the Crucifix under 
a three-column headhne - bankers defend masons 
and, on pap four, a leading article entitled, ‘So This Is Holy 
Ireland^’ signed Louis Paul Golden Naturally he was barely 
inside the door of the bank before he was called mto tho 
parlour. 

1 understand, Mr Canty,' old Plummer smded at him across 
t le carpet wth teeth that would chp a hedge, ‘I understand that 
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you saw fit to defend Preemasonry m public last night? Is that 
conrect?’ 

Now, of course every man in the bank knows perfectly well 
that there isn't a month that old Plumtree Gum doesn't toddle 
off to the Masomc Hall with his httle apron and aU the rest of 
his regaha, and, for all anybody knows, he might be the great 
Mah Jong of Moleworth Street, he might be the Prmce Mason 
of the Western World So, what could Georgie do but rub his 
palms, smile a man-of-the-world snule, and utter these famous 
last words • 

‘Irishmen are m many ways absurd . . / 

They heard Plummer's roar outside m the Foreign Exchange 
Department After that it was din g-dong bell for five minutes. 

• Who — would somebody please, phase, tell him — who ever 
asked anybody to defend anybody in private or in pubhc ^ And if, 
by any possible chance, however remote, anybody ever did hap- 
pen to reqmre the kind services of anybody why should anybody 
think that hts bnlhant services were what was specifically de- 
manded by the occasion? And, furthermore, there were people 
m this city who were very well equipped to defend themselves for 
themselves And, furthermore, he himself had hved m this aty for 
%-odd years and he had never made any secret of the fact that 
he was a member of the Worshipful Grand Order, and if he was 
ever required to defend himself he could do it very weU mdeed 
thank you without anybody's assistance ! And, furthermore, and 
^PeciaUy, he would be greatly obhged if people would have the 
gj^ess to remember that them job, first, and foremost, and before 
an, was to consider the mterests of the institution that paid them 
^nd made them, which would be a joUy sight better thmg for aU 
^ncemed than to be going out and opening then bloody gobs to 
^ake roaring asses of themselves m the bloody press, and he 
'^onld be infimtely obhged to Mr Canty if he would remember 

And, furthermore.!. 

Not a peep out of Georgie He sat dumb as a goldfish until he 
neard the voice of God Almighty bidding him good morning m a 
idee the hangman's chaplam, foUowed by the words I 

1 consider later, Mr Canty, what disaplinary action may be 
tL^^^PP^opnate to the occasion ' As Georgie walked back over 
two and a half miles of marble floor to his cubbyhole not a 
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sound was heard, not a funeral note, except for some scut softly 
whistling ‘Will Ye No’ Come Back Again?’ He had not done 
much work m his cubbyhole that day, waiting to be packed off to 
some back-of-beyond like KiUorghn or Cahirciveen. After six 
weeks without one good night’s sleep, he had apphed for a week’s 
leave of absence, on a doctor’s certificate. 

The loud-speaker retailed a female voice in Irish, of which he 
imderstood only the word Gurrabbulluballoo, which means, 
‘Thanks.’ He opened his eyes to see the queue traihng out. He 
was the last man on the plane. He took the last seat. HeToimd 
himself sittmg beside the last man in the world he had wanted to 
see agam. Their safety belts got entangled. Golden looked up and 
at once shot out his paw. 

‘Georgie Canty, for all the world I Well, isn't this the real 
McCoy ! This is great luck ' 

Georgie shook his hand warmly. 

‘Louis Golden. Well, I’m dehghted, simply dehghted to see 
you Travelling far?’ 

Tet me help you with that belt,’ said Golden, and he tucked 
Canty m like a baby m its pram. Then he patted his thigh. ‘How’s 
tncks ? I heard you weren’t too weU.’ 

‘Not bad, not bad. And yourself? And the missus,? All the care 
doing well?’ 

As they roared down the runway for the take-off Golden 
blessed hunself piously. Canty thought it just as weU to do a 
fiddle, also, around his third vest button. 

‘I suppose,’ he said presently, trying to suggest (but only sug- 
gest) a faint sneer, ‘you’re off to some ecclesiastical conference?’ 

Golden leaned over with a confidential, crooked grm and 
nudged Canty. 

‘Mattherofact, d’ye know what I was domg the last tune I was 
m Pans? I was tounng an Austrahan Jesuit around the night 
clubs He was very agreeably surprised.’ 

In which sense?’ asked Georgie, modulating between inno- 
cence and insinuation. Golden only laughed and waved a tolerant 
claw 

Harmless. A bit of leg Nothing more. The usual routine. We 
about five or six of them. Folies Bergere. Bal Tabann. Chm- 
n. Eve. The Blue Angel. Nothing at all to it.’ 
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Georgia squinted sideways at him, thinking of the moths in the 
BalTabann coming out m the altogether. 

‘Did you approve ? ' he inquired. 

‘It's not a question of approving.* When he said ‘question’ his 
two white teeth went bare. ‘It’s ail a matter of atmosphere 
When m Rome, and so on.’ 

He grabbed the hostess by the hip and ordered two double 
brandies. This, mind you, at nine-thirty m the morning I 
‘Morals,’ he explained to Georgie, ‘morals m the sense of mores 
are always affected by tune and place. For example, would you 
walk down O’Connell Street in the middle of the noonday with 
nothmg on but a Lastex slip 
The Guards’d have me in the BndeweU m two ticks.’ 

‘There was a feUa v/alked down the Rue Royale last year with 
uothm at all on. He was only fined five francs Betty Grable 
could walk down the beach at Biamtz m a G-stnng and a smile 
2nd nobody would look twice at her ’ 

The brandy was going to Georgie’s head. He leaned over and 
laughed 

T beheve Lady Godiva rode down Broadway wan time m her 
s^km and everybody ran out m wild exatement to see the white 
uorse. But if that be so whafs this I hear about the bishops not 
h) see girls weanng cycling shorts 
^0 would?’ cackled Golden, and then went hard at it 
, They were still arguing the toss over the Channel, and whether 
^t^was the six double brandies, or the elevating sensation of being 
m the air, Georgie began, in spite of hunself, to find the httle 
almost bearable It was not until the Eiffel Tower appeared 
of the smoke that he brought down the question of Free- 
uiasons. 


'Vou knew blooming weU that night that I wasn’t defending 
tttmasomy. But in spite of that, you bastard, you came out m 
rag and tore the guts out of me. 

.^tonal pohey.’ Blandly. . . , . , , , 

^ you realize that you nearly cost me my job? And he told 

all about It. 

*M! isjou cned Louis, genuinely distressed. ‘For God's sakel 
iiow, doesn’t that show ye what Freemasons 
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All the same he stuck to his guns. Georgie had to grant him 
that he stuck to his guns. 

They were stdl at it as they whirled around the Undying Flame 
in the bus; and as Georgie had not booked a hotel he went off 
with Louis, and by the time they were finishing lunch, and two 
bottles of Nuits Samt George, they had amved at the Anan 
heresy - about which they both knew sweet damn-all - and were 
still at Homoiousiau and Homoousian at half past four in front of 
two Otards and the Cafe de Pans in the blazing sun. 

‘Now, look, Louis, you flanung scoundrel,’ Georgie was saymg, 
‘your trouble is you're a morahst. All you want is an autocratic, 
ohgarchic church laying down the law about everything from 
cremation to contraceptives. You’re a Puntan I That’s what you 
are !’ 

Louis leaned a gentle hand on Georgie’s arm and breathed on 
him hke a father confessor. 

‘Georgie 1 I’ll teU you something. Here m Pans. As bloke to 
bloke. I have exactly the same pashuns as you have. But I bticnv 
me pashuns ! I know them - and they’re dynamite ! And what’s 
more, the pashuns of every Irishman are dynamite ! And double 
dynamite I And tnple dynamite I And if the pnests of Ireland 
are hard on their own people, it’s because they know that if they 
once took the hd off the pashuns of Irish men and Irish women, 
aye and of Irish children, the country would blow up! Look at 
Samt Paul I’ 

Georgie looked and saw a smashmg blonde. Louis dragged hun 
ashore, and the pair of them took Samt Paul down to the Rue 
Donau where Golden knew a httle bar called, of aU thmgs, Le 
Crucifix; and then they took Samt Augustine, who was a bloke 
Georgie said he never hked - and he di^’t care who knew it 1 " 
across to a bar on the Quatre Septembre where they had four flat 
Gumesses for ould Ireland’s sake; and then they took the Mam- 
chees, and the Jansemsts, and Pascal, up to the bar at the Gare du 
Nord; and then they went up to Sacre Coeur to say a prayer, 
and lean on the balustrade, and Louis explamed all about Moder- 
nism to Georgia, and Georgie said it was his cup of tea, and to 
hell with the Council of Trent anyway for jiggermg up every- 
thing, and then they had dinner near the old PigaUe, with two 
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more bottles of Nuits Saint George; and then nothing would do 
louis but to prove he wasn't a Puritan by going off to the Bal 
Tabarm, where they had two bottles of champagne obhgatotre at 
three thousand francs a nose. 

All Georgie could remember after that was seeing twelve girls 
commg out on the platform, with about as much on them, if it 
was aU sewn together, as would make a fair-sized lomcloth for 
one Zulu, and telling Louis, with his arm out to the twelve girls : 

There y' are 1 Jashenist’d shay thatsh shinful ! And you — and 
you're a fellow I never liked, and I don't care what you think ! — 


you agree with them !' 

"No 1 Exhplam to ye I Nothing that God made is shinful. 
Couldn’t be. Shin is in us. Those girls aren’t even an occashun of 
dun. And why ? 'Cos they don't bother us.' 

'Bother me,' said Georgie. Tother me a helluva lot. That httle 
wan with the green ban would bother Samt Augustme 1’ 

Cod s truth ?' asked Louis. 


^ Struth,’ said Georgie. 

Come on out,’ said Louis, getting up. 

Sit down,' shouted Georgie, draggmg him back. 

C mout,’ said Louis, gettmg up agam. 

*Down ! ’ shouts Georgie, hauling him down again. 

Out ! shouts Louis. 

‘Be qmetl' shouts everybody, and your two men began to 
Jout at everybody else, and to fight one another, and a table gets 
Rocked over, and champagne gets spilled on a gul's dress, and 
he twelve guls pay no attention at all, only bckmg away up m 
au like galvanized geese, and the two of them get hauled 
slung out on their backs on the pavement. Like i 
rush back. Like one man they get slung out agam At that 
get up and they look into one another's faces, their noses one 
mch apart. ^ 

little Freemason !' says Golden, barmg his two teeth, 

% glistemng m the moonlight. , i, u * nf hpll 

You rotten httle Puritan I' says Georgie with the hate of h 
m his voice 

wnl*?' of stopped dead as d 

out of the Musee Grevin. homfied by the ^ 

in one another’s faces They were so horrified that they burst 
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into a wild fit of laughing. They rocked there in one another*s 
arms, falhng over one another with the bitterness of the laughmg 
and the hatred and the shame. 

A taxi drew up beside them. They tumbled into it. And the 
next place they were was in the square in front of Notre Dame 
because Georgie said he wanted to see if the moon could laugh at 
them as much as it laughed at the gargoyles. The square was 
empty - it was after one m the morning. The two of them linked 
arms and began to stroll along the nver smging the saddest Irish 
dirges they knew. Georgie used to say afterwards that he often 
thought of the poor women mside in the Hotel Dieu endurmg 
the pangs of childbirth while the two of them were bawling away 
about then Wild Irish Rose, and wouldn't she come home again, 
Kathl-e-e-en I 

For the rest of the week they were inseparable. 

When Georgie and Louis meet nowadays in the street, they 
always greet one another warmly They ask after one another's 
health. They send then regards to one another’s wives. If a com- 
pamon asks either of them, W^o was that^’ he wiU say the name, 
add, ‘Not a bad sort of chap,' and feel the shame of that mght 
bummg m him all over again. For, of course, the truth of the 
whole matter is that once you go on a drunk with a fellow you're 
stuck with him for hfe; and m Ireland every bitter word we say 
has to be paid for sooner or later in shame, in pity, in kindness, 
and perhaps even in some queer sort of perverted love. 



Childybawn 


When Benjy SpiUane^s mother got a letter signed *A. True Iriend^ 
infonmng her that Benjy had been ‘carrying on‘ for years with a 
young lady m the bank she at once sank beneath all the appro- 
priate maternal emotions. She saw her treasure looted, her future 
nupenlled, her love deceived. She saw her poor, foolish child 
^^^Sruled, his mnocence imdermined, his samty destroyed. At 
this tune Benjy was just turned forty-one, a cheerful nian-about- 
town with a winy face like a Hallow-e’en turnip with a candle m- 
It, a pair of merry bull's eyes, a hint of grey at his temples, 
and his overcoat hung down straight from his paunch as if he 
^as going to have a baby He was an accountant at the bank, his 
and his cubicle next to the manager's, 
tor two weeks Benjy could not go out for a walk or open a 
letter at the breakfast table without evoking long, anxious, secre- 
tive looks from his mother. At last she could stand it no longer, 
put the question pomt-blank to him. 

lovey, IS it true what I heard? That you're thinkmg of 
getting married? Not, of course, childybawn, ,that anything 
^onld give me more joy fhan to see you settled down. But, of 
furse, you have time PnmmT. tnn. and I'd hke to see you happy. 


_ , , , . a pcur r- 

tmd^as if he had goitre. His httle mouth was open hke a toy 

footed loudly. , 

Me? Mamed? In the name of God where did you get that 
yam?’ 

dunno now what put it into my «id, her heart 

to glow with rehef and joy. “I wonder cojUd it be 
at otdd jade Ma Looney said to me the other mg 

About how I’d soon be losmg you, or somethmg 

Was always a bad-minded ould rip. 
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^ell, you can tell her from me she's talking through her left 
leg. I know, Mammy, when Fm weU off,' and he slapped her 
knee. 'Aren't you better to me than any wife? And amn't I as 
good as a second husband to you?' 

Which, natural functions apart, was quite true; for, like all 
Irish mothers, she had him fastened to her with hoops of comfort, 
and he was so devoted to her that his young lady at the bank once 
told him that it made her sick to see the pair of them together. So 
she thought no more about it, beyond petting and spoilmg him 
worse than ever, untd she got another letter, this time signed ‘A 
WeU WisheF, a few days after he came home from his Easter 
hohdays, informing her that the young lady at the bank had gone 
with him to Pans and Caimes. At this she began to steam open 
his correspondence. Smce Benjy and his ladylove were at the 
same bank it was over a month before she was rewarded. She was 
scarlet before she finished the first sentence: T)arlmg Benjy 
Wenjy, Your poor little Angela is in bed with the flu, and isn’t it 
a shame, a show and a scandal that 'tils only the flu I'm in bed 
with . . .' As she watched Benjy reading the letter that evenmg 
over dmner, with a foolish smile on his fat face, she wished that 
his Angela would get double pneumoma and never rise horn her 
bed agam. 

The first thing she did was to toddle off to her father confessor. 
He annoyed her exceedingly by advising her to pray for her son's 
early marriage. She thanked him. She said she would. But she had 
no intention of doing anything of the kind; firstly because it was 
the last thing she want^ herself, and secondly because she had 
to face the fact that it was the last tbing Benjy wanted either. 
She thought up a much more satisfying plan. She had always had 
an mtense devotion to Saint Monica, the mother of Samt Augus- 
tme, and she now started to make a novena to the pair of them- 
She hung up their pictures in Benjy's bedroom. One day she 
went so far as to borrow a cnpy of The Confessions of Saint 
Augustine from the free library, and laid it casuaUy under the 
Sporting Chronicle on Benjy's armchair It was the night he 
usuaUy took her to the pictures, so when she said she was a bit 
^ed and would rather stay at home he naturaUy sat down on the 

‘HeUo 1 he said, lugging it out. ‘Where did you get this?' 



That?' she said, peering at it over her specs. *Wisha, I dunno 
now where did I get that? Ah, yes, I rememher now I got it in the 
hee hbrary. I suppose 'tis edifying, but , , . Anyway, &e old prmt 
IS too small for my poor eyes/ 

'Vould you like me to read a bit of it for you?' said Benjy, who 
used sometimes to read aloud to her on their mghts at home. 

Tf you like/ she said without enthusiasm. 

He humoured her, but after a few mmutes he began to ruffle 
the pages. 

■^y doesn't he come to the point he asked impatiently. 

IS all Crawthumping stuff. There's not as much as a bottle 
of stout m It yet. I mean, what did he do anyway after all his old 
guff?' 


*Not much, then,' she said, and gazed sadly into the fire. God 
telp the poor creature I' she sighed. ‘That's all I have to say - 
God help her 1’ 

‘God help who 7' said Benjy. ‘Oh, but you're right, didn't he go 
off with a woman or something?' ■" und he began to turn the 
pag« more hopefully. 

'I’m referrmg to Monica,' said his mother severely. ‘He broke 
^ poor mother's heart. But,' she said cheerfully, ‘he mended it 
God bless him and protect him. When he turned from his 
Ways I Ah, that was a lovely scene, the two of them sitting m 
e i^dow, and the sun going down over the sea Hand in an 


was a loveiy iucnt, — i j 

the sun going down over the sea Hand in an 

«uu son Lovely I Ah I Lovely I Lovely I ' 
seem to have the book off by heart. We didn't come to that 
tall yet,' ^ 


uauyet,' 

-what book, childybawn? I don't need any book, 
^ 1 1 going to the speaal anniversary sermon on hm evc^ 
for the last forty yeS down m Saint AugustiM s And that 
^ ’nether lovely scL, the day in the orchard When the poor 
feeling down m the dumps. His consaence at h^, I 
^ And the voice said. Tolls lege, “lie lege. And there tmd 
a?/' took up the book, and what did he read m the first hne? 

her eye on Ben y, who was looking at her m a^ot^h- 
toe Ti oheerfj, ruddy, turnip face, and she let him 

nor drunkenness, but put ye on the 
Jesus Chmt: She said it so dramatically that B )/ 


thought she going to begin the next sentence with TDearly 
beloved brethren/ ‘Aha I* she went on. ‘That was when the 
arrow struck him. As it strikes each and every one of us sooner 
or later. Even the hardest hearted amongst us. I come, says the 
Lord, like a thief in the night, seeking whom I may devour!* 

Benjy looked at her sourly. 

‘There was a great preacher lost in you/ he said, and went on 
lookmg for the spicy bit. 

She was silent for a while. He had succeeded in fin d in g a not- 
too-bad description of what he took to be a bullfight, so he did 
not see the sharp looks she was giving him. Then he heard her 
say, hghtly, to nobody in particular : 

1 was at confession today/ 

Benjy grunted. That was nothing new. 

Tather Benignus I went to. Over at the Capuchins/ 

Benjy was now deeply interested in the bullfight, so he said 
nothing to this either. 

‘He says he knows you/ 

At this Benjy looked up. 

‘Me ? I never laid eyes on him/ And he looked down agam. 

‘He laid eyes on you, then. He says he knows you as well as a 
bad ha'penny." 

Benjy laid down the book. The Crawthumping stuff had begun 
again. 

‘Oho? So ye were talking about me?’ with anspminous note m 
his voice which she nervously observed and dared to ignore. 

‘No, no ! Sure, amn't I telling you it was inside in confession^ 
"Twas only just how we were talking about poor Samt Augus- 
tme/ 

‘Is that so?' says Benjy, giving her a long look. ‘Tell me I Is 
there, by any chance, any other priest who knows me hke 
that?' / 

Tather Semple at the South Chapel told me he often saw yo^ 
at the bank. And Father Milvey up m the Lough Chapel says you 
have a great future if you’ll only mind your p's and q*s.* 

At that Benjy flared : 

T see you have me well bell-a-ragged around the town ! I sup- 
pose you're telling them all that I’m a trial and a torment to 
you?’ 


14 



' ‘Oh I Benjy 1 What a dreadful dung you^re after saying I All I 
ever said to anyone, and Td say it to the Pope himself, is that 
you're the best son ever trod shoe leather. As you are 1 So far as I 
know !' A hurt came into her voice as she added, ‘What do I know 
about your affairs? Only what you tell me.' A long pause. ‘Your 
hfeis your own.' A still longer pause. ‘To make or to mar.' 

There was a long silence between them after that. 

‘I thmk,' said Benjy, Til take the ould dog out for a walk.' 

He got no farther than the local, where he had a couple of 
broodmg dnnks. He needed them. So did she, and had them. For 
It was one of her httle habits - which she never mentioned to 
2^n)y; It would be only troubling the poor boy — to have a mp 
of brandy every night, or if the poor heart was weak, or over- 
rated, maybe two. She felt so much better after them that she 
able to put on her specs again and have a look in the Sporting 
Chronicle for tomorrow's starters at Leopardstown; an old 
County Kildare woman, she had never lost her mterest m the 
nags. 


The Monica regimen went on for about three months Duimg 
that time she never said a single word of reproach to him. 
^^ery monung she said good-bye to hun with a sad smile. She 
corned him home every evening with a fond, pathetic kiss, 
down then on her knees, m spite of all his protests, to 
his galoshes. He was never so weU looked after She used 
« beat the seat of his trousers by the fire every monung before 
“tbng him put them on. But she stopped going to the pictures. 
7 f d she had no heart for them Instead she would ^ op^ 
wn Rosary. If he said anything cheerful she 

let out a deep sigh. He found it hard to concentrate on the 

W-g Chronicle 

IWet ahout three months of this both their nerves were so 
that when he was going to Biamte for his 
^ gave himself away to her by assimng her 
™“>e was gomg alone. She deaded to call m the help of the 
^ iQanager. 

dear Mrs Spillane,' he said to her, ^ 

private ^^^raordinary story, ‘what on earth ^ ^ £ 

fives of mv staff are no concern of mine - provided. 

Ihat themCt a^y puhhc scandal, and that it doesnt 


interfere with the affairs of the bank. I can assure you that your 
son IS an exemplary ofBaal. In fact, what you tell me astonishes 
me. Have you any proof of it ?' 

She couldn't mention that she had been opening his letters, so 
she side-stepped that one. What she did say was : 

‘Amn't I his mother? And let me tell you that if you're 
astonished I'm more astonished to think you'd allow lassies like 
that one to be working in a respectable bank hke this. Tis against 
nature to have women in banks. 'Tis against God I Banks, m- 
deed I I know another name some people would give them with 
straps hke that one waiting to put their daws into the first poor 
innocent boy they can capture !' 

This rattled him. He had married a lady bank clerk himself 
and had hved to regret it. 

Tvlrs Spdlane, your son is not a boy. He's a grown man. And 
you're doing him no good at aU with this kind of talk. Your son 
will probably become a manager himself one day, but it's un- 
hkely unless he gets married. Now, wouldn't the very best solu- 
tion to all this be if your boy were to marry this young lady ?' 

She rose up before him to her fuU height, a small humpty- 
dumpty old woman, and with misery m her pale-blue eyes and 
hatred m her voice she said : 

T'd rather see him in his pools of blood at my feet than see him 
married to that Jezebel I' 

The day after he came back from Biamtz he fell down at her 
feet spouting blood from a burst ulcer, and was rushed off to 
hospital. Before they started to operate they brought m the pnest 
to him, and by then Benjy was in no state - moral, physical, or 
strategical - to resist his administrations. It was a close shave; 
they barely pulled him through; and by the time he was recu- 
perating he was a changed man. The day Mrs SpiUane passed a 
bold-looking strap on the stairs of the nursmg home, her eyes as 
red as her pamted hps from crying, and walked in to find Benjy 
readmg The Life of the CurS d'Ars of his own free will, she knew 
that mother love had triumphed at last. 

After that Benjy developed a great regard for Saint Augustine, 
very evening, now, side by side, he and his mother sat m the 
window of their httle villa watchmg the sun slowly draw its 



%ht away from the bay. He never went out of evenings except on 
works of charity with the Saint Vincent de Pauls. He gave up the 
liquor. He banned the Sporting Chrontck. The only visitors 
were other fellows from the S. V. de P.^s, or Father Benignus 
from the Capuchm pnory, or Father Semple from the South 
Chapel, or the curate who had salvaged him m the nursing home. 
One mght when he saw his mother readmg a novel called Her 
Scarlet Lover he got up, went to his shelves, and with a sad httle 
smile he handed her a new biography of a Peruvian Jesuit who 
rued to flagellate himself with whips made of old safety-razor 
blades There was an embarrassmg moment another mght 
when he came home a bit early from his charitable rounds, 
moved a cushion, found a haK-empty bottle of Hennessy s 
^bree Star, and got a defimte smell of brandy m the air Not that 
he said anythmg. Nor did he a few evenmgs later when, with a 
wry memory of his past follies, he took up that mormng’s paper 
|o have a look at the racing page and found that day^ s starters at 
Hurst Park all checked off pro and con m pencil, with the odds 
wntten m beside them But he began to remember things, he 
even began to brood - the steak that mght had been a bit tough 
she had brought him Bordeaux mstead of Burgundy. He 
Remembered how, about a year back, he had come one mormng 
°n a httle heap of coloured bettmg shps behind D Alton s six- 
volmue History of Ireland on his bookshelves, and hastily and 
^rfnliy burned them as his own. He became aware that she was 

backbiting Ma Looney: 

Ud forgive me,’ she was saymg, T ran into that ould jade iMa 
this morning after Ma^, and it didn’t do me a hap’orth 
8nod. That one is always detractmg and backbiting Oh, an 
tovious jade I Do you remember the time she wanted to persuade 
* right or wrong, that you were getting married ? Pure jealousy, 
what It wasl She’s eaten up with it. Do you know now 
that one IS../ 

2 ^ y^rs of wickedness Benjy would have listened to her 

smile She saw him looking 1^ ^ 

^ ^ strange woman m a bus She faltat' , 

out, and suggLed humbly to him tlm he might 
the dog for a walk. He did She proflte.1 b) Im 
two qmck ones. The next mght he profited by he 
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when she toddled off to confession: he rooted the hoiise upside 
down. He found two empty brandy bottles, eight more bettmg 
tickets, her grocer's bills with several mcnminatmg items, and 
the three anonymous letters. With a sad heart he put them all 
back where he found them. 

The poor old divd,' he was saying to himself. *What a lousy, 
lonely, empty life Fve driven her to I God 1 I've been a bastard to 
her I' 

That night when she came home he had a new bottle of Three 
Star ready for her. She took a great deal of persuadmg before 
she would accept a teeny, httle nightcap. She took less and less 
persuadmg every mght after, but always she took the mp from 
him humbly, crmgmgly. He began to collect racmg tips for her 
at the bank. 

Tou should put a bob on, now and agam,' he would say, with 
his cheery hoot of laughter. ‘There's no harm in it. Mammy I 
Twill only amuse you.' 

After that it was a joy to him to see her handing out her shil- 
ling to him every mormng with a cackle of laughter at her own 
folly - until the day she won at ten to one on an outsider. In her " 
excitement she let out a wail : 

*Oh, what misfortune I had that I didn't put ten bob on 
himl' 

With a shock he thought that maybe she always used to put 
half a crown on her fancy before. He cursed his meanness. 

Tlever mmd,' he comforted her. ‘Sure, 'tis only fun. I mean, 
what do you want the money for?' 

‘Oho, then, and oho, then,’ she said fretfully, ‘we could aU do 
with the money. Tis aU right for you; you don’t have to worry 
about It. Housekeepmg isn’t what it was when you were a boy.' 

‘Mammy, are the accounts a worry to you? Would you prefer 
me to take them off your chest ?' 

TIo, no, no I’ she cried at once. ‘No worry at aU 1 What would 
the worry be ? Chuchuchu I For goodness' sake, what worry?' 

All the same he dropped m to the grocer the next morning on 
way to the bank. He came out trembling Not a bdl paid 
or six months. The butcher had the same story for him. AU that 
bank he was distracted by misery at the thought 
® poor old creature cnmpmg for money while he had been 



gaHivanting with her ladyship in Paris and Biarritz and Cannes. 
At his lunch hour he went sadly into Joe Rosenberg’s bettmg 
office to put her shilling on a horse called Silver Lining. It was 
Joe who took the bob. He looked at it, looked at Benjy, and 
said: 

‘Mr SpiUane, could I have a word with you for a minute 
Much surprised at being addressed by name, Benyy passed the 
lifted hd of the counter to where Joe’s big fat hand was aheady 
slowly turmng the pages of a ledger. Benjy’s stomach was slowly 
over with it. Sure enough, when Joe had smoothened 
out a page with his big fingers that looked as if they had been 
'Worn flat by delving m his money satchel, Benjy saw her name at 
the top of the page. His eye raced down to the foot of the page. 

A total, lathered, of £125. 17.6. 

*1 thought you didn’t know,’ said Joe, seemg the look m his 
ace. Then, slowly tapping out The Dead March’ with his 
fingers across the total: 1 suppose my money is safe with you?’ 
TouU get it,’ said Benjy, knowing well that Joe knew well 
t it Was as much as his Job was worth to plead the Gaming 
^ct and disown it He saw that there was no bet under two 
^unds, several for a fiver, and there was one wild splurge of a 
tenner 

did she back that day ? ’ he asked Joe had to laugh. 

^ you remember that old four-year-old mare of Billy Mor- 

83 n s at Punchestown last year ? ’ 

Benjy moaned. ‘Sure they’re looking for her ye 
^^^bave to take It m instalments, Joe. Give her no more 

^en he got back to the bank he had to sit down. When he 
legs as she sailed down the aisle, the seam of her 
ck nylons as straight and swelling as the line of a yacht, he 
his ulcer w^ going to bursf aU over agam Twice dur- 
g Ibat afternoon he caught her flirtmg gaily with the teUer^ 
cubicle and he goTso dizzy that he had to hold on to the 

, night as he ate his dinner opposite his f 

hL 5^tween them like a gramophone record that h^ 

Ma waited until they were by the fire 0 g^ 

^^y/ he said, leading with his left and ready with the 
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right for her answer, Vould it upset you very much if I got 
married?* 

She turned joyfully to him. 

^Oh, Ben)y I Isn’t that great news? Who is the lucky girl?’ 

‘A young lady I know at the bank,’ said Benjy, givmg her the 
right, and waitmg with the left for the knockout. ‘Her name is 
Angela.' 

He found his two hands bemg grasped and kissed. 

‘Childybawn, I'm simply dehghted How soon will it be?’ 

Tou seem,’ he said, taken aback, ‘to be bloody anxious to get 
rid of me?’ 

‘No ! No, Benjy love ! No I’ And she began to sniffle. ‘Only 
you’ve been so cross with me this last six months. There’s no 
pleasmg you ’ 

‘Cross?’ he roared. ‘Cross? Am I hearing thmgs? Was I cross 
about the brandy? Was I cross about the grocer’s bills? Or about 
the butcher? And what about your hundred and twenty-five 
pounds, seventeen shilhngs and sixpence that you owe Joe 
Rosenberg?’ 

She crouched down in her chair, her two withered hands 
clasped before her, and stared at him m horror. 

‘Oh, Benjy I’ she fluttered. ‘Is that aU you found out?’ 

You could have counted out one hundred and twenty-five 
pounds, seventeen shilhngs, and six pennies before Benjy could 
close his mouth and control his wandermg paws. 

‘Sacred Heart I’ he whispered at last. ‘What else is there?’ 

Her snuffle rose mto a wail : 

‘There’s the bloody old moneylenders I’ 

As Benjy sank back mto his armchair and gazed at the ceihng, 
as helpless as a man m a barber’s chair, her wail surened up mto a 
bawl 

‘I only wish to God. You got married years and years ago. Ever 
smce you took to. That old piety of yours. You’ve made my hfe 
a misery. Giving me thimblefuls of brandy hke a baby. Making 
me bet in measly ould bobs. Pickmg and prymg at me. From 
mommg to night. Watchmg every penny I spend. Go on I’ she 
bawled. ‘Go on, and get married! And torment some other 
misfortunate woman The way you’re tormentmg tne!’ 

Benjy’s eyes roved patiently aU over the ceihng as if he were m 
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search of the answer to the mystery of life. Not finding it in any 
part of the ceiling he looked out at the sky. He sought for it in the 
grass of the garden. At last he sought for it m her face, at the 
sight of which, all puckered up comically hke a baby with the 
gnpes, he burst into laughter. He laughed and he laughed. 

‘Honest to God, Mammy,' he howled, ‘you ought to be put in 
the budget. You bloody ould np of hell you I' 

She clutched his two hands and drew him towards her. 

‘Oh, childybawn, they're the first natural words you've said to 
me m SIX months 1 ' 

He detached himself from her, got up, and looked down at her, 
floodmg with pity at the thought of what the two of them had 
been through smce the Easter before. He patted her hand and 
said: 

‘I'm going for a walk.' 

He was back in ten minutes with a new bottle of Hennessy. He 
got out the tumblers and slapped out two hard ones. He put one 
m her fist, sat on the arm of her chair, put his arm around her 
shoulder, and made her chink glasses. She was beginning to 
protest when his look stopped her. The two of them were soon 
laughing hke children or lovers, and discussmg his weddmg hke 
any natural mother and son the world over. 

An hour later, weU fortified, he put on his hat and coat and 
went down to Angela's digs. She was in slacks, and shapely m 
them, and only that he was not too sure of his ground he would 
have loved to s(pieeze the life out of her. Instead she led him 
mto the back parlour, closed the door, walked over to him, and 
slapped his face She called him a creeping rat, a crmging worm, 
a bloody mammy's darling. She asked him did he think she 
could be picked up and dropped again at his own sweet will. She 
told bun she wouldn't marry him if he was the last man on earth. 
She asked him did he think she was a common trollop. She asked 
him why didn't he go and marry his mother smce he was so 
bloody fond of her. To none of was Benjy m a position to 
give a truthful, or indeed any, answer. She slapped his face once 
more. Then she burst mto floods of tears on his shoulder At a 
quarter to two m the mormng the landlady came down m her 
dressmg gown and threw bim out, battered, exhausted, but 
affianced. 
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When his old mother died, about five years later, he did marry 
Angela. AlS he said when a bachelor pal teased him at the weddmg 
for marrying so young : 

That’s all very fine, but, damn it all, I mean to say, a fellow 
has to have some regard for his mother T 



Lovers of the Lake 


They might wear whites/ she had said, as she stood sipping her 
tea and looking down at the suburban tennis players in the 
square. And then, turning her head m that swift movement that 
always reminded him of a jackdaw: ‘By the way, Bobby, will you 
drive me up to Lough Derg next week?’ 

He rephed amiably from the lazy deeps of her armchair. 

‘Certainly 1 What part? Killaloe? But is there a good hotel 
there?’ 

*1 mean the other Lough Derg. I want to do the pilgrimage/ 

For a second he looked at her in surprise and then burst into 
laughter; then he looked at her peeringly. 

‘Jenny 1 Axe you serious?’ 

‘Of course/ 

‘Do you mean that place with the island where they go around 
on their bare feet on sharp stones, and starve for days, and sit up 
aU night ologroanmg and ologoanmg?’ He got out of the chair, 
went over to the agarette box on the bookshelves, and, with his 
back to her, said coldly, ‘Are you going lehgious on me?’ 

She walked over to him swiftly, turned him about, smiled her 
smile that was whiter than the wWes of her eyes, and lowered her 
head appealingly on one side. When this produced no effect she 
said 

‘Bobby I I’m always praismg you to my fnends as a man who 
takes things as they come. So few men do. Never looking beyond 
the day. Domg thin gs on the spur of the moment. It’s why I 
hke you so much. Other men are always weighmg up, and con- 
sidenng and argumg. I’ve biiilt you up as a sort of magnificent 
Wild, brainless tomcat Are you going to let me down now?’ 

After a while he had looked at his watch and said : 

‘All right, then. I’ll try and fix up a few days free next week. I 
must drop into the hospital now. But I warn you, Jenny, I’ve 
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noticed this Holy Joe streak in you before. You’ll do it once too 
often.’ 

She patted his cheek, kissed him sedately, said, Tou are a good 
boy,’ and saw him out with a loving smile. 

They enjoyed that swift mommg drive to the Shannon’s shore. 
He suspected nothing when she refused to jom him in a drink at 
Camck, Leaning on the counter they had joked v/ith the barmaid 
hke any husband and wife off on a motoring hohday. As they 
roUed smoothly around the northern shore of Lough Gill he 
had suddenly felt so happy that he had stroked her purple glove 
and winked at her. The lough was vacant under the midday sun. 
Its vast expanse of stillness broken only by a jumpmg fish or by 
Its eyelash fnnge of reeds. He did not suspect anything when she 
sent him off to lunch by himself in Shgo, saymg that she had to 
visit an old nun she knew in the convent. So far the journey had 
been to him no more than one of her caprices; imtil a yellow 
signpost marked to bundoran made them aware that her 
destmation and their partmg was near, for she said ; 

‘What are you proposing to do untd Wednesday?’ 

T hadn’t given it a thought.’ 

‘Don’t go off and forget all about me, darhng. You know 
you’re to pick me up on Wednesday about midday?’ 

After a silence he grumbled : 

Tou’re makmg me feel a hell of a bastard, Jenny.’ 

‘Why on earth?’ 

‘All this pemtential stuff is because of me, isn’t it?’ 

‘Don’t be sdly. It’s just something I thought up all by myself 
out of my own clever httle head.’ 

He drove on for several mdes without speaking. She looked 
sideways, with amusement, at his ruddy, healthy, hockey-player 
face glummermg under the peak of his checked cap. The brushes 
at his temples were gettmg white. Everything about him bespoke 
the distmguished Dubhn surgeon on hohday: his pale-green 
shirt, his darker-green tie, his double-breasted waistcoat, his 
dnvmg gloves with the palms made of woven cord. She looked 
pe^vdy towards the sea. He growled : 

I may as well tell you this much, Jenny, if you were my wife I 
Wouldn't stand for any of this nonsense.’ 
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So their minds had travelled to the same thought? But if she 
were his wife the question would never have arisen. She knew by 
the sudden rise of speed that he was m one of his tempers, 
so that when he pulled into the grass verge, switched off, and 
turned towards her she was not taken by surprise, A sea gull 
moaned high overhead. She lifted her grey eyes to his, and smiled, 
waiting for the attack. 

7enny, would you min d telling me exactly what all this is 
about? I mean, why are you domg this fal-lal at this particular 
time?" 

‘I always wanted to do this pilgrimage. So it naturally follows 
that I would do it sometime, doesn’t it?’ 

'Perhaps. But why, for instance, this month and not last 
month?’ 

‘The island wasn’t open to pilgrims last month.’ 

'Why didn’t you go last year instead of this year ? ’ 

'You know we went to Austria last year.’ 

'Why not the year before last ?’ 

'I don’t know. And stop bullying me. It is just a thing that 
everybody wants to do sometime. It is a speaal sort of Insh 
thing, like Lourdes, or Fatima, or Lisieux. Everybody who knows 
about It feels drawn to it. If you were a practismg Cathohc 
you'd understand.’ 

‘I understand qmte well,’ he snapped. T know perfectly well 
that people go on pdgrmiages all over the world. Spam. France. 
Mexico. I shouldn’t be surprised if they go on them m Russia. 
What I am askmg you is what has cropped up to produce this 
extra-speaal performance just now?’ 

'And I tell you I don't know. The impulse came over me sud- 
denly last Sunday lookmg at those boys and girls playmg tennis. 
For no reason. It just came. I said to myself, “All right, go now !” 

I felt that if I didn’t do it on the impulse I'd never do it at all. 
Are you asking me for a rational explanation? I haven’t got one. 
I'm not clever and mteUigent hke you, darling.’ 

Tou’re as clever as a bag of cats.’ 

She laughed at him. 

‘I do love you, Bobby, when you are cross. Like a small boy.’ 

‘Why didn’t you ask George to drive you ? ’ 

She sat up straight. 


325 



1 don't want my husband to know anything whatever about 
this. Please don’t mention a word of it to him.' 

He grinned at his small victory, considered the scythe of her 
jawbone, looked at the shining darkness of her hair, and restarted 
the car. 

‘All the same,' he said after a mile, ‘there must be some reasonl 
Or call It a cause if you don’t like the word reason. And I’d give a 
lot to know what it is,' 

After another mile : 

‘Of course, I might as well be talkmg to that old dolmen over 
there as be askmg a woman why she does anything. And if she 
knew she wouldn’t tell you.' 

After another imle : 

‘Mmd you, I beheve all this is just a symptom of something 
else. Never forget, my girl, that I'm a doctor. I'm tramed to 
mterpret symptoms. If a woman comes to me with a pam . . .' 

‘Oh, yes, if a woman comes to Surgeon Robert James Flannery 
with a pam he says to her, “Never mmd, that’s only a pam.” 
My God I If a woman has a pam she has a bloody pam I' 

He said qmetly : 

‘Have you a pain?’ 

‘Oh, do shut up I The only pam I have is in my tummy. Tin 
ravenous.’ 

‘I'm sorry. Didn’t they' give you a good lunch at the 
convent?' 

T took no lunch; you have to arrive at the island fastmg. 
That’s the rule.’ 

‘Do you mean to say you’ve had nothing at all to eat smce 
breakfast?’ 

‘I had no breakfast.’ 

‘What wiU you get to eat when you amve on the island ?’ 

‘Nothmg. Or next to nothmg. Everybody has to fast on the 
island the whole tune. Sometime before mght I might get a cup 
of black tea, or hot water with pepper and salt m it. I beheve it's 
one of then hghthearted jokes to call it soup.’ 

Then speed shot up at once to sixty-five. He drove through 
Bundoran’s siesta hour like the chariot of the Apocalypse. Near- 
ing Ballyshannon they slowed down to a pleasant, hunuumg 
fifty. ^ 
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7eimy 1* 

•Yes?' 

‘Are you tired of me?' 

‘Is this more of you and your symptoms ?' 

He stopped the car again, , 

Tlease answer my question.' 

She laid her purple-gloved hand on his clenched fist. 

‘Look, darlmg I 'We’ve known one another for six years You 
know that hke any good little Cathohc girl I go to my duties 
every Easter and every Christmas. Once or twice I've told you so. 
You’ve growled and grumbled a bit, but you never made any fuss 
about It. What are you suddenly worrymg about now?’ 

‘Because aU that was just routme. Like the French or the 
Itahans. Good Lord, I’m not bigoted. There’s no harm m gomg 
to church now and agam. I do it myself on state occasions, or if 
I’m staying m some house where they’d be upset if I didn't. But 
this sort of lunacy isn’t routine I’ 

She slewed her head swiftly away from his angry eyes. A child 
m a pink pinafore with shoulder frills was dnvmg two black cows 
through a gap. 

‘It was never routme. It's the one thmg I have to hang on to m 
an otherwise meanmgless existence. No children. A husband I’m 
not m love with And I can’t marry you.’ 

She slewed back to him. He slewed away to look up the long 
empty road before them. He slewed back; he made as if to 
speak, he slewed away impatiently agam. 

‘No^’ she mterpreted. ‘It isn’t any use, is it? It’s my problem, 
not yours. Or if it is yours you've solved it long ago by saymg 
It’s all a lot of damned nonsense ’ 

‘And how have you solved it?’ he asked sardonically. 

‘Have you any cause to complam of how I've solved it? Oh, 
I’m not defendmg myself. I’m a fraud. I'm a crook, I admit it. 
You are more honest than I am. You don’t beheve m anythmg. 
But It’s the truth that aU I have is you and . . .’ 

‘And what^’ 

‘It sounds so blasphemous I can’t say it.’ 

‘Say itl’ 

‘All I have is you, and God.’ 

He took out his agarette case and took one. She took one. 
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When he lit hers their eyes met. He said, very softly, loob‘ng up 
the empty road : 

Toor Jenny ' I wish you'd talked like this to me before. It is, 
after all, as you say, your own affair. But what I can't get over is 
that this thing you're doing is so utterly extravagant. To go off to 
an island, in the middle of a lake, m the mountains, with a lot 
of Crawthumpers of every age and sex, and no sex, and peel off 
your stockings and your shoes, and go hmping about on your 
bare feet on a lot of sharp stones, and kneel m the mud, psahn* 
mg and beatmg your breast like a crinunal, and dnnk nothing 
for three days but salt water . . . it's not like you. It's a side of you 
I've never known before. The only possible explanation for it 
must be that something is happening inside m you that I've never 
seen happen before !' 

She spread her hands in despair. He chucked away his agar- 
ette and restarted the car. The drove on m silence A mist began 
to speckle the wmdscreen. They turned off the mam road mto 
sunless hdls, aU brown as hay. The next time he glanced at her 
she was makmg up her face; her mouth rollmg the hpstick mto 
her hps; her eyes rollmg around the mirror. He said : 

‘You're gomg to have a nice picmc if the weather breaks.' 

She glanced out apprehensively. 

‘It won't be fun.' 

A sudden flog of ram lashed into the wmdscreen. The sky had 
turned its bucket upside down. He said : 

‘Even if it's rammg do yomstdl have to keep walkmg around 
on those damn stones?' 

Tes' 

Tou'U get double pneumonia.' 

‘Don't worry, darling. It's called Saint Patrick's Purgatory. 
He wdl look after me.' 

That remark started a squabble that lasted until they drew up 
beside the lake. Other cars stood about hke stranded boats. Other 
pdgnms stood by the boat shp, waitmg for the ferry, then backs 
hunched to the wmd, their clothes ruffled like the fur of cattle. 
She looked out across the lough at the creepmg worms of foam. 

He looked about him sullenly at the waitmg pdgnms, a green 
bus, two taxdoads of people waitmg for the ram to stop. They 
were not his kmd of people at all, and he said so. 
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That,^ she smiled, 'is what comes of being a surgeon You 
don’t meet people, you meet organs. Didn’t you once tell me that 
when you are operating you never look at the patient's face?’ 

He grunted. Confused and hauy-lookmg clouds combed them- 
selves on the ndges of the bills . The lake was crumpled and grey, 
except for those yeUow worms of foam blown across it m parallel 
hnes. To the south a cold patch of hght made it aU look far more 
dreary She stared out towards the island and said : 

'It’s not at all like what I expected.’ 

'And what the hell did you expect? Capn?' 

'I thought of an old island, with old grey ruins, and old holly 
. trees and rhododendrons down to the water, a place where old 
monks would hve.’ 

They saw tall buildmgs hke modem hotels nsmg by the 
island’s shore, an octagonal basihca big enough for a aty, four or 
five bare, slated houses, a long shed like a ballroom There was 
one tree. Another bus drew up beside them and people peered 
out through the wiped glass. 

'Oh, God I’ she groaned. T hope this isn’t gomg to be like 
Lourdes.' 

'And what, pray, is wrong with Lourdes when ifs at home?’ 

‘Commercialized I simply can’t beheve that this island was the 
most famous pilgrimage of the Middle Ages. On the nm of the 
known world It must have been like gomg off to Jerusalem or 
commg home brown from the sun with a cockle m your hat from 
Galilee.’ 

He put on a vulgar Yukon voice : 

Thar’s gold somewhere in them thar hiUs It looks to me like a 
damn good finanaal proposition for somebody.’ 

She glared at him. The downpour had slackened. Soon it 
almost ceased. Gurgles of streams A sound of pervasive drip. 
From the back seat she took a small red canvas bag marked T w A. 

'You will collect me on Wednesday about noon, won’t you?’ 

He looked at her gnmly. She looked every one of her forty-one 
years The skm of her neck was corrugated. In five years’ time 
she would begin to have jowls. 

“Have a good time,' he said, and slammed m the gears, and 
drove away. 
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The big, lumbering ferryboat was approaching, its prow slap- 
ping the corrugated waves. There were three men to each oar. It 
began to spit ram agam. With about a hundred and fifty men and 
women, of every age and, so far as she could see, of every class, 
she clambered aboard. They pushed out and slowly they made the 
crossmg, huddhng together from the wmd and ram. The boat 
nosed mto its cleft and unloaded. She had a sensation of dark 
water, wet cement, houses, and a great number of people; and 
that she would have given gold for a cup of hot tea. Beyond the 
four or five white-washed houses - she guessed that they had been 
the only buildmgs on the island before trams and buses made the 
pdgnmage popular - and beyond the cement paths, she came on 
the remains of the natural island : a knoll, some warm grass, the 
tree, and the roots of the old hermits^ cells across whose teeth of 
stone barefooted pilgrims were already treadmg on one another's 
heels. Most of these barefooted people wore mackmtoshes. They 
not oidy stumbled on one another's heels; they kneeled on one 
another's toes and tads; for the island was crowded - she 
thought there must be nearly two thousand people on it. They 
were packed between the two modem hostels and the big church. 
She saw a priest m sou'wester and gum boots. A nun waitmg for 
the new arrivals at the door of the women's hostel took her 
name and address, and gave her the number of her cubicle She 
went upstairs to it, laid her red bag on the cot, sat beside it, un- 
fastened her garters, took off her shoes, unpeeled her nylons, and 
without transition became yet another anonymous pdgrim As 
she went out among the pdgmns already praying m die rain she 
felt only a sense of shame as if she were specially smgled out 
under the microscope of the sky. The wet ground was cold. 

A fat old woman in black, nch-breasted, grey-haired, took her 
kmdly by the arm and said in a warm, Kerry voice : Tou're 
shivering, you poor creature I Hould hard now Sure, when we 
have the first station done they'll be giving us the ould cup of 
black tay.' 

And laughed at the folly of this longing for the tea She 
wmced when she stepped on the gntty concrete of the terrace 
surroundmg the basihca, built out on piles over the lake. A young 
^n smiled sympathetically, seemg that she was a dehcate sub- 
ject for the rigours before her : he was dressed like a clerk, with 
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three pens in his breast pocket, and he wore a Total Abstinence 
badge. 

‘Samt's Island they caU it,* he smiled. ‘Some people think it 
should be called Divil's Island.* 

She disliked his kindness - she had never in her hfe asked for 
pity from anybody, but she soon found that the island floated 
on kmdness. Everything and everybody about her seemed to say, 
‘We are all sinners here, wretched creatures barely worthy of 
mercy.’ She felt the abasement of the doomed She was among 
people" who had surrendered all personal identity, all pnde It 
was like being in a concentration camp. 

The fat old Kerrywoman was explaining to her what the 
routme was, and as she listened she realized how long her stay 
would really be. In prospect it had seemed so short : come on 
Monday afternoon, leave on Wednesday at noon; it had seemed 
no more than one complete day and two bits of nights. She had 
not foreseen that immediately after amving she must remam out 
of doors imtil the darkness feU, waUong the rounds of the stones, 
praymg, kneehng, for about five hours. And even then she 
would get no respite, for she must stay awake all night 
praymg m the basdica. It was then that she would begm the 
second long day, as long and slow as the mght; and on the 
third day she would still be walkmg those rounds untd midday. 
She would be without food, even when she would have left the 
island, untd the nudmght of that third day. 

Terrah, but sure,’ the old woman cackled happdy, ‘they say 
that fastmg is good for the stomach.* 

She began to think of ‘they*. They had thought all this up. 
They had seen how much could be done with simple prayers. 
For when she began to tot up the number of paternosters and 
Aves that she must say she had to stop at the tvvo thousandth. 
And these reiterated prayers must be said whde walkmg on the 
stones, or kneehng m the mud, or standmg upnght with her two 
arms extended This was the posture she dishked most Every 
time she came to do it, her face to the lake, her arms spread, 
the queue hstenmg tq her renouncmg her sms, she had to force 
herseK to the posture and the words. The first time she did it, 
with the mist blowmg mto her eyes, her arms out hke a cruofix, 
her hps said the words but her heart cursed herself for commg 
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so unprepared, for coming at all. Before she had completed her 
first circuit - four times around each one of six cells - one anJde 
and one toe was bleeding. She was then permitted to ask for the 
cup of black tea. She received it sullenly, as a prisoner might 
receive his bread and water. 

She wished after that first circuit to start again and complete a 
second - the six cells, and the seven other ordeals at other pomts 
of the island - and so be done for the day. But she found that 
‘they’ had mvented something else: she must merge with the 
whole anonymous mass of pilgrims for mass prayer m the 
church. 

A slur of wet feet; patter of rain on leaded windows; smells of 
bog water and damp clothing; the thousand voices responding to 
the mcantations. At her right a young girl of about seventeen 
was uttering heartfelt responses. On her left an old man m his 
sixties gave them out loudly. On all sides, before her, behind her, 
the same passionate exchange of energy, while all she felt 
was a crust hardening about her heart, and she thought, m 
despair, ‘I have no more feeling than a stone f’ And she thought, 
lookmg about her, that tomght this vigil would go on for hour 
after hour until the dark, leaded windows coloured again m the 
mommg hght. She leaned her face m her palms and whispered, 
‘O God, please let me out of myself I’ The waves of voices beat 
and rumbled inlier ears as m an empty shell. 

She was earned out on the gener^ shdmg whispering of the 
bare feet into the last gleanings of the dayhght to begm her 
second cnemt. In the porch she cowered back from the ram. It 
was settlmg mto a filthy mght. She was thrust forward by the 
crowd, flowed with its force to the iron cross by the shmgle's 
edge. She took her place in the queue and then with the mght 
wmd pastmg her hair across her face she raised her arms and once 
agam renoimced the world, the flesh, and the Devil. She did four 
circles of the church on the gritty concrete. She circled the 
first cell's stones. She completed the second circle. Her prayers 
Were become numb by now. She stumbled, muttering them, up 
and down the third steeply sloped cell, or bed. She was a drowned 
cat and one knee was bleedmg. At the fourth ceU she saw hun. 

He was standing about six yards away lookmg at her. He wore 
^ white ramcoat buttoned tight about his throat. His feet were 
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bare His hair was streaked down his forehead as if he had been 
swimming. She stumbled towards him and dragged him by the 
^ arm down to the edge of the boat shp. 

‘What are you domg here?* she cned furiously. ‘Why did you 
follow me?’ 

He looked down at her calmly : 

‘Why shouldn't I be here ? ' 

‘Because you don’t beheve m it I You’ve just followed me to 
sneer at me, to mock at me I Or from sheer vulgar curiosity I ’ 

‘No,’ he said, without raising his voice. ‘I’ve come to see just 
what it IS that you beheve m. I want to know aU about you. I 
want to know why you came here. I don't want you to do any- 
thmg or have anything that I can’t do or can’t know. And as for 
believmg - we all beheve m something ’ 

Dusk was closing m on the island and the lake. She had to peer 
mto his face to catch his expression. 

‘But I’ve known you for years and you’ve never shown any 
sign of beheving m anything but microscopes and imcrobes and 
symptoms. It’s absurd, you couldn’t be serious about anythmg 
hke this. I’m beginning to hate you ! ’ 

‘Are you?' he said, so softly that she had to lean near him to 
hear him over the slappmg of the waves against the boat shp. A 
slow nft in the clouds let down a star; by its light she saw his 
smile 

‘Yes !’ she cned, so loudly that he swept out a hand and gnp- 
ped her by the arm. Then he took her other arm and said 
gently • 

‘I don’t t hink you should have come here, Jenny. You’re only 
tearmg yourself to bits. There are some places where some people 
should never go, thmgs some people should never try to do — 
however good they may be for others. I know why you came 
here. You feel you ought to get nd of me, but you haven’t the 
guts to do it, so you come up here mto the mountains to get your 
drmds to work it by magic. All nght I Fm gomg to ask them to 
help you.’ 

He laughed and let her go, givmg her a shght impulse away 
from him. 

‘Ask? You wiU ask? Do you mean to tell me that you have 
said as much as one smgle, solitary prayer on this island?’ 
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T es/ he said casually, 'I have/ 

She scorned him. 

‘Are you trymg to tell me, Bobby, that you are doing this pH- 
gnmage?’ 

‘I haven't fasted. I didn’t know about that. And, anyway, I 
probably won't. I've got my pockets stujQFed with two pounds of 
the best chocolates I could buy in Bundoran. I don't suppose I’ll 
even stay up aU mght like the rest of you. The place is so crowded 
that I don't suppose anybody will notice me if I curl up in some 
comer of the boathouse. I heard somebody saying that people 
had to sleep there last mght. But you never know - I might - 1 
just might stay awake. If I do, it Wl remind me of gomg to mid* 
mght Mass with my father when I was a lad. Or gomg to re- 
treats, when we used all hold up a lighted candle and renounce 
the Devil. 

‘It was a queer sensation standmg up there by the lake and say- 
ing those words all over agam. Do you know, I thought I’d com- 
pletely forgotten them I' 

‘The next thmg you’re going to say is that you beheve in the 
Devil I You fraud 1' 

‘Oh, there’s no trouble about behevmg in that old gentleman. 
There isn’t a doctor m the world who doesn’t, though he wiH 
give him another name. And on a wet mght, m a place like this, 
you could beheve m a lot of thin gs No, my girl, what I find it 
hard to beheve m is the flesh and the world. They are good 
dungs. Do you think I’m ever gomg to believe that your body 
and my body are evil? And you don't either I And you are cer- 
tainly never gomg to renounce the world, because you are tied to 
it hand and foot 1’ 

‘That’s not tme T 

His voice cut her like a whip : 

‘Then why do you go on hving with your husband ?' 

She stammered feebly. He cut at her agam : 

‘You do it because he’s rich, and you like comfort, and you 
like bemg a “somebody”/ 

With a switch of her head she brushed past him. She did not 
see him agam that mght. 

1 

The mght world turned imperceptibly. In the church, for hour 
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after hour, tlie voices obstinately beat back the responses. She 
sank under the hum of the prayer wheel, the lust for sleep, her 
own despairs. Was he among the crowd? Or asleep in a comer of 
the boatshed? She saw his flatly domed fingers, a surgeon's 
hand, so strong, so sensitive. She gasped at the sensual image she 
had evoked. 

The moon touched a black window with colour. After an age 
it had stolen to another. Heads drooped. Neighbours poked one 
another awake with a snule. Many of them had risen from the 
benches m order to keep themselves awake and were circlmg the 
aisles in a loose procession of slurrmg feet, respondmg as they 
moved. Exhaustion began to work on her imnd Objects began to 
disconnect, become isolated each within its own outhne - now it 
was the pulpit, now a statue, now a crucifix. Each object took on 
the vividness of a hallucination. The cmcifix detached itself 
from the wall and leaned towards her, and for a long while she 
saw nothing but the heavy pendent body, the starmg eyes, so 
that when &e old man at her side let his^head sink over on her 
shoulder and then woke up with a start she felt him no more 
than if they were two fishes touchmg m the sea. Bit by bit the 
mcantations drew her m; sounds came from her mouth; prayers 
flowed between her and those troubled eyes that fixed hers She 
swam into an ecstasy as rare as one of those perfect dances of 
her youth when she used to swing in, a whirl of music, a swirl of 
bodies, a orclmg of hghts, floated out of her mortal frame, alone 
in the arms that embraced her. 

Suddenly it all exploded. One of the four respites of the mght 
had halted the prayers. The massed pdgnms relaxed She looked 
bleanly about her, no longer disjunct. Her guts rumbled. She 
looked at the old man beside her. She smiled at him and he at her. 

‘My poor old knees are cmcified,' he grinned. 

‘You should have the skirts,’ she grmned back. 

They were all gomg out to stretch in the cool, and now dry, 
air, or to snatch a smoke. The amber wmdows of the church 
shivered in a pool of water A hearty-voiced young woman lean- 
ing on the balustrade ht a match for her. The match hissed mto 
the mvisible lake lappmg below. 

‘The ould fag,’ said the young woman, draggmg deep on her 
cigarette, ‘is a great comfort. Tis as good as a man.’ 
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1 wonder/ she said, ‘what would Saint Patrick think if he saw 
women smokmg on his island?^ 

‘He’d beat the hvmg hghts out of the lot of us/ 

She laughed aloud. She must teU him that. . . . She began to 
wander through the dark crowds m search of him. He had said 
something that wasn’t true and she would answer him. She went 
through the crowds down to the boat shp. He was standmg 
there, looking out into the dark as if he had not stirred smce she 
saw him there before midnig ht. For a moment she regarded him, 
frightened by the force of the love that gushed into her. Then 
she approached him. 

‘WeU, Mr Worldly Wiseman? Enjoymg your boathouse bed?’ 
T’m doing the vigil,’ he said smugly. 

*You sound almighty pleased with yourself/ 

He spoke eagerly now : 

‘fenny, we mustn’t quarrel. We must understand one another. 
And understand this place Pm just beginning to. An island. In a 
remote lake. Among the mountains. Night-time. No sleep. Hun- 
ger. The conditions of the desert. I was nght in what I said to 
you. Can’t you see how the old hermits who used to hve here 
could swim off into a trance m which nothmg existed but them- 
selves and their visions? I told you a man can renounce what he 
calls the Devd, but not the flesh, not the world They thought, 
like you, that they could throw away the flesh and the world, but 
they were usmg the flesh to achieve one of the rarest experiences 
in the world I Don’t you see it?’ 

‘Experiences I The next thing you’ll be talking about is symp- 
toms.’ 

‘Well, surely, you must have observed?’ He peered at the 
lummous dial of his watch. ‘I should say that about four o’clock 
we will probably begm to experience a definite sense of dis- 
sociation. After that a positive ahenation . . .’ 

She turned furiously from him. She came back to say : 

T would much prefer, Bobby, if you would have the decency to 
go away m the mormng. I can find my own way home. I hope 
We don’t meet agam on this island. Or out of it 1’ 

The magic working ?’ he laughed. 

After that she made a dehberate effort of the mind to mean and 
to feel every separate word of the prayers - which is a great 
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foolishness since prayers are not poems to be read or even under- 
stood; they are ^n mstmct; to dance would be as wise. She 
thought that if she could not feel what she said how could she 
mean it, and so she tried to favour every word, and, from trying to 
mean each word, lagged behind the rest, sank into herself, and 
ceased to pray. After the second respite she prayed only to 
keep awake. As the first cold pallor of morning came into the 
windows her heart rose again But the eastern hdls are high here 
and the morning holds off stubbornly. It is the worst hour of the 
vigil, when the body ebbs, the prayers sink to a drone, and the 
mght seems to have begun aU over again. 

" At the last respite she emerged to see pale tents of blue on the 
b i lls. The slow cumulus clouds cast a sheen on the water. There 
IS no sound. No birds smg At this hour the pilgrims are too awed 
or too exhausted to speak, so that the island reverts to its anaent 
silence in. spite of the crowds. 

By the end of the last bout she was cahn like the morning lake. 
She bnged for the cup of black tea. She was unaware of her 
companions. She did not think of him. She was unaware of her- 
self. She no more thought of God than a slave thinks of his 
master, and after she had drunk her tea she sat in the morning 
sun outside the women’s hostel like an old blind woman who has 
nothing in life to wait for but sleep. 

The long day expired as dimly as the vapour rising from the 
water. The heat became morbid. One ,is said to be free on this 
second day to converse, to think, to wnte, to read, to do anything 
at all that one pleases except the one thing everybody wants to do 
- to sleep. She did nothing but watch the clouds, or listen to the 
gentle muttering of the lake. Before noon she heard some depart- 
ing pilgrims singing a hymn as the great ferryboats pushed off. 
She heard their voices without longing; she did not even desire 
food. When she met him she was wi Aout rancour, 

‘Stih here ? ’ she said, and when he nodded : 'Sleepy ? ’ 

‘Sleepy.’ 

‘Too many chocolates, probably.’ 

‘I didn't eat them. I took them out of my pockets one by one 
as I leaned over the balustrade and guessed what centre each had 
~ coffee, marshmallow, nut, toffee, cream — and dropped it m 
With a httle splash to the holy fishes.’ 
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She looked up at him gravely. 

*Aie you really trying to join in this pilgrimage?* 

‘Botching It. Fm behindhand with my rounds. I have to do 
five arcmts between today and tomorrow. I may never get them 
done. Still, something is better than nothmg.* 

‘You dear fool !* 

If he had not walked away then she would have had to; such a 
gush of affection came over her at the thought of what he was 
domg, and why he was doing it - stupidly, just like a man; 
sceptically, just like a man; not admitting it to hims elf, just like 
a man; for aU sorts of damn-fool rational reasons, just like a man; 
and not at aU for the only reason that she knew was his real 
reason : because she was domg it, which meant that he loved her 
She sat back, and closed her eyes, and the tears of chagrm oozed 
between her hds as she felt her womb stir with desire of him. 

"When they met again it was late afternoon. 

‘Done four rounds,* he said so cheerfully that he maddened 
her. 

‘It’s not goK, Bobby, damn you I ’ 

‘I should joUy well think not. I may teU you my feet are in 
such a condition I won’t be able to play golf for a week. Look ! ’ 

She did not look. She took his arm and led him to the qmetest 
comer she could find. 

‘Bobby, I am going to confess something to you. I've been 
thinkmg about it aU day tryiag to get it clear. I know now why I 
came here. I came because I know inside in me that some day our 
apple wdl have to faU off the tree. I’m forty. You are nearly fifty* 
It wiU have to happen. I came here because I thought it right to 
admit that some day, if it has to be, I am willing to give you up.’ 
He began to shake all over with laughter. 

*What the hell are you laughing at ? ’ she moaned. 

‘When women begin to reason ! Listen, wasn’t there a chap one 
time who said, “O God, please make me chaste, but not just 
yet”?' 

‘What I am saying is “now”, if it has to be, if it can be, if I can 
make it be I suppose,’ she said wildly, ‘I’m really askmg for ^ 
miracle, that my husband would die, or that you’d die, or somO' 
thing like that that would make it all come right I ’ 
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He burst into such a peal of laughter that she looked around 
her apprehensively. A few people near them also happened to be 
laughnig over something and looked at them indulgently. 

‘Do you realize, Bobby, that when I go to confession here I 
wiU have to teU all about us, and I will have to promise to give 
you up?' 

Tes, darling, and you won't mean a smgle word of it.' 

‘But I always mean it !' 

He stared at her as if he were pushing curtains aside in her. 

‘Always ? Do you mean you've been saymg it for six years ?' 

*1 mean it when I say it Then I get weak. I can’t help it, 
Bobby. You know that!’ She saw the contempt m his eyes and 
began to talk rapidly, twistmg her marriage rmg madly around 
her j&nger. He kept starmg into her eyes like a man starmg down 
the long perspective of a railway hne waitmg for the engme to 
appear ‘So you see why there wasn't any sense in asking me 
yesterday why I come now and not at some other time, because 
with me there isn’t any other time, ifs always now, I meet you 
now, and I love you now, and I think it's not nght now, and 
then I think, “No, not now," and then I say I’ll give you up 
now, and I mean it every time until we meet again, and it begms 
all over agam, and there’s never any end to it until some day I 
can say, ‘Tes, I used to know him once, but not now," and then 
it will be a now where there won’t be any other now any more 
because there’ll be nothing to hve for.’ 

The tears were leakmg down her face. He sighed : 

‘Dear me I You have got yourself mto a mess, haven’t you?’ 

‘O God, the promises and the promises I I wish the world would 
end tonight and we’d both die together ! ’ 

He gave her his big damp handkerchief. She wiped her eyes 
and blew her nose and said : 

Tou don't mean to go to confession, do you?’ 

He chuckled sourly. 

‘And promise? I must go and finish a round of pious goM I'm 
afraid, old girl, you just want to get me mto the same mess as 
yourself No, thank you. You must solve your own problems m 
your own way, and I m mme.' 

That was the last time she spoke to him that day. 
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She went back to the balustrade where she had smoked with 
the hearty girl in the early hours of the morning. She was there 
agam. She wore a scarlet beret. She was smoking agam. She 
began to talk, and the talk flowed from her without stop. She had 
fine broad shoulders, a big mobile mouth, and a pair of wild 
goat's eyes. After a while it became clear that the woman was 
beside herself with terror. She suddenly let it all out in a gush of 
exhaled smoke. 

'Do you know why Fm hanging around here? Because I ought 
to go into confession and Fm in dread of it. He'll tear me ahve. 
He'U murdher me. It's not easy for a girl hke me, I can promise 
you !' 

Tou must have terrible sins to tell?' she smiled comfortingly* 

‘He'U slaughter me, Fm telling you.' 

‘What IS It? Boys?' 

The two goafs eyes dilated with fear and joy. Her hands 
shook like a drunkard's. 

'I can't keep away from them. I wish to God I never came 
here.' ^ 

But how siUy I It's only a human thing. Fm sure half the 
people here have the same tale to teU. It's an old story, child, the 
priests are sick of hearing it.' 

Oh, don t be talking I Let me alone I Fm cmmnal, I teU yeh I 
And there are things you can't explain to a pnest. My God, you 
can hardly explain 'em to a doctor I ' 

‘You re married ? ' — looking at her ring. 

‘Poor Tom ! I have him wore out. He took me to a doctor one 
tune to know would anything cure me. The old foolah took me 
temperature and give me a book like a bus guide about when it's 
safe and when it isn’t safe to make love, the ould eedjutlT was 
P^^§nant again before Christmas, Six years married and I have 
six bds; nobody could stand that gait o' gomg. And I'm only 
twenty-four. Am I to have a baby every year of my life? I'd give 
me nght hand this minute for a double whiskey.' 

‘Lo^ you poor child I We are aU in the same old ferryboat 
here What about me?' 

‘You?' 

with me, it's worse.' 

orse? lu God’s name, what's worse than men?* 
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The girl looked all over her, followed her arm down to her 
hand, to her third finger. 

'One man.’ 

The tawny eyes swivelled back to her face and immediately 
understood. 

'Are you very fond of him?' she asked gently, and takmg the 
unspoken answer said, stiU more pitymgly, 'You can’t give him 
up?’ 

Tt’s six years now and I haven’t been able to give him up.’ 

The girl’s eyes roved sadly over the lake as if she were survey- 
ing a lake of human unhappmess Then she threw her butt mto 
the water and her red beret disappeared mto the maw of the 
church porch. 

She saw bun twice before the dusk thickened and the day grew 
cold agam with the early sunset. He was sittmg directly opposite 
her before the men’s hostel, smokmg, starmg at the ground 
between his legs. They sat facmg one another They were separa- 
ted by their identities, joined by their love. She ghmpsed him 
only once after that, at the hour when the sky and the hdls merge, 
an outhne passmg across the lake. Soon after she had permission 
to go to her cubicle. Immediately she lay down she spiralled to 
the bottom of a deep lake of sleep. 

She awoke refreshed and unburthened. She had received the 
island’s gift; its sense of remoteness from the world, almost a 
sensation of the world’s death. It is the source of the island’s 
kindness. Nobody is just matter,- poor to be exploited by nch, 
weak to be exploited by the strong; m mutual generosity each 
recognizes the other only as a form of soul; it is a brief, harsh 
Utopia of equahty m nakedness. The bare feet are a symbol of 
that nakedness unknown m the world they have left. 

The happmess to which she awoke was di mm ed a httle by a 
conversation she had with an Englishman over breakfast - the 
usual black tea and a piece of oaten bread. He was a aty man 
who had arrived the day before, been up all mght while she slept. 
He had not yet shaved, he was about sixty-two or three, small 
and tubby, his eyes perpetually wide and unfocusmg behmd 
pmce-nez glasses. 

That’s right,' he said, answermg her question. 'I’m from Eng- 
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land. Liverpool. I cross by the night boat and get here the next 
afternoon. Quite convenient, really. I've come here every year for 
the last tv^enty-two years, apart from the war years. I come on 
account of my wife.' 

Is she ill?' 

‘She died twenty-two years ago. No, it's not what you might 
think - I'm not praying for her. She was a goo'd woman, but, 
well, you see, I wasn't very kmd to her. I don't mean I quarrelled 
with her, or drank, or was unfaithful. I never gambled. I've 
never smoked ih my hfe.' His hands made a faint movement that 
was meant to express a whole hfe, all the confusion and trouble 
of his soul. It's just that I wasn't kmd. I didn't make her happy.' 

‘Isn't that,' she said, to comfort him, ‘a very private feehng^ 
I mean, it's not m the Ten Commandments that thou shalt make 
thy wife happy.' 

He did not smile. He made the same faint movement with his 
fingers. 

‘Oh, I don't know I "What's love if it doesn't do that? I mean to 
say. It IS something godly to love another human being, isn't it? 

I mean, what does “godly" mean if it doesn't mean givmg up 
everythmg for another? It isn't human to love, you ]^ow. It's 
foolish, ifs a foUy, a divme folly. It's beyond all reason, all 
hmits. I didn't rise to it,' he concluded sadly. 

She looked at him, and thought, ‘A httle fat man, a derk in 
some Liverpool oflace aU his hfe, married to some mousy httle 
woman, thinking about love as if he were some sort of Greek 
mystic.' 

‘It’s often,' she said lamely, ‘more difiBcult to love one's hus- 
band, or one’s wife, as the case may be, than to love one's neigh- 
bour.’ 

^Oh, much I' he agreed without a smile. ‘Much I Much more 
difficult r 

At which she was overcome by the thought that inside our- 
selves we have no room without a secret door; no solid self that 
has not a ghost inside it trymg to escape. If I leave Bobby I still 
have George. If I leave George I still have myself, and whatever 
I find in myself. She patted the Httle man's hand and left him, 

eanng that if she let him talk on even his one Httle piece of 
sincerity would prove to be a fantasy, and m the room that he 



tad found behind his own room she would open other doors 
leadmg to other obsessions. He had told her something true 
about her own imperfection, and about the nature of love, and 
she wanted to share it while it was stiU true But she could not 
find him, and there was stdl one more arcuit to do before the 
ferryboat left. She did meet Goat's Eyes The girl clutched her 
with tears magmfymg her yellow-and-green mses and gasped 
joyously ; 

T found a lamb of a priest, A samt anomted ! He was as gentle I 
‘^What’s your husband earning?” says he. “Four pounds ten a 
week, Fa&er,” says 1. “And six children?” says he. ‘Tou poor 
woman,” says he, “you don't need to come here at aU. Your 
Purgatory is at home.” He laid all the blame on poor Tom And, 
God forgive me, I let him do it “Brmg him here to me,” says he, 
“and TU cool him for you.” God bless the poor innocent priest, I 
wish I knew as httle a^ut mamage as he does. But' and here she 
broke into a wail, ‘sure he has me rumed altogether now. He's 
after making me so fond of poor Tommy I thmk I'll never get 
home soon enough to go to bed with him ' And m a vast flood of 
tears of joy, of rehef, and of fresh misery : ‘I wish I was a bloomm' 
nunl' 

It was not until they were all waitmg at the ferryboat that she 
saw hum She managed to sit beside him in the boat. He touched 
her hand and winked She smiled back at him The bugler blew 
his bugle. A tardy traveller came racmg out of the men’s hostel 
The boatload cheered him, the bugler helped him aboard with a 
joke about people who can’t be persuaded to stop praying, and 
there was a general chaff about people who have a lot to pray 
about, and then somebody raised the partmg hymn, and the 
rowers began to push the heavy oars, and smgmg they were 
slowly rowed across the summer lake back to the world. 

They were driving back out of the hills by the road they had 
come, both silent. At last she could hold m her question no 
longer : 

‘Did you go, Bobby?' 

Meanmg : had he, after all his years of silence, of rebelhon, 
of disbelief, made his peace with God at the price of a compact 
against her. He rephed gently : 
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‘Did I probe your secrets all these years V 
She took the rebuke humbly, and for several miles they drove 
on in silence. They were close, their shoulders touched, but be- 
tween them there stood that impenetrable wall of identity that 
segregates every human being m a private world of self. Feelmg 
it she realized at last that it is only m places like the lake-island 
that the barriers of self break down. The tubby little clerk from 
Liverpool had been nght. Only when love desires nothmg but 
renunaation, total surrender, does self surpass seK. Everybody 
who ever entered the island left the world of self behind for a few 
hours, exchanged it for what the httle man had called a divme 
foUy. It was possible only for a few hours - unless one had the 
courage, or Ihe foUy, to renounce the world altogether. Then 
another thought came to her. In the world there might also be 
escape from the world. 

‘Do you think, Bobby, that when people are in love they can 
give up everything for one another?" 

‘No," he said flatly. ‘Except perhaps in the first raptures ?" 

‘If I had a child I think I could sacrifice anything for it. Even 
my hfe." 

Tes," he agreed. ‘It has been known to happen." 

And she looked at him sadly, knowing that they would 
never be able to marry, and even if she did that she would never 
have children. And yet, if they could have mamed, there was a 
lake . . . 

‘Do you know what Fm pla nnin g at this moment?" he asked 
breezily. 

She asked without mterest what it was. 

‘WeU, Fm simply planning the meal we"re going to eat tonight 
in Galway, at midmght." 

‘At midmght? Then we"re gomg on with this pilgrimage? 
Are we?" 

‘Don't you want to ? It was your idea m the beginnmg." 

‘All nght And what are we gomg to do untd midmght? Fve 
never known time to be so long." 

I m gomg to spend the day fis hin g behind Glencar. That wiH 
^ the himgry day After that, imtil midmght, we’U take the 
ongest possible road around Connemara. Then would you have 
^ny objections to mountam trout cooked m milk , stuffed roast 
344 



kid with &esh peas and spuds in their jackets, apple pie and 
whipped cream, vnth a cool Pomlly Fuiss^ a cosy 1929 claret. 
West of Ireland Pont I’^v^ue, jSmshmg up with Gaehc coffee 
and two Otards? Much more m your Ime, if I know anythmg 
about you, than your silly old black tea and hot salt water/ 

‘I admit I like the things of the flesh/ 

Tou hve for them I’ 

He had said it so gently, so affectionately that, half m dismay, 
half with amusement, she could not help remembermg Goat’s 
Eyes, racmg home as fast as the bus would carry her to make love 
to her Tommy. After that they hardly spoke at all, and then 
only of casual things such as a castle beside the road, the sun on 
the edging sea, a tinker's caravan, an opening view. It was early 
afternoon as they entered the deep valley at Glencar and he 
probed in second gear for an attractive length of stream, foimd 
one and started eagerly to put his rod together. He began to 
walk up against the dazzling bubble of water and within an 
hour was out of sight She stretched herself out on a rug on the 
bank and fell sound asleep 

It was nearly four o’clock before she woke up, stiff and thirsty. 
She drank from a pool in the stream, and for an hour she sat 
alone by the pool, looking mto its peat-brown depth, as vacantly 
contented as a tinker’s wife to hve for the moment, to let time 
wind and unwmd everythmg. It was five o'clock before she saw 
him approachmg, ploddmg m his floppmg waders, with four 
trout on a rush stalk. He threw the fish at her feet and himself 
beside them. 

T nearly ate them raw,’ he said. 

‘Let’s cook them and eat them,’ she said fiercely. 

He looked at her for a moment, then got up and began to 
gather dry twigs, found Monday’s newspaper m the car - it looked 
hke a paper of years ago - and started the fire She watched while 
he fed it When it was big enough m its fall to have made a hot 
bed of embers he roasted two of the trout across the hook of his 
gaff, and she smelled the cnspmg flesh and sighed. At last he 
laid them, browned and crackly, on the grass by her hand She 
took one by its crusted tail, smelled it, looked at him, and slung 
it furiously mto the heart of the fire. He gave a sniff-laugh and 
did the same with his. 
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*Copy cat I’ she said. 

Tet's get the hell out of here/ he said, jumping up. "Carry the 
kit, will you?’ 

She rose, collected the gear, and followed him saying : 

"I feel like an Arab wife. "‘Carry the pack. Go here. Go there,” ’ 
They climbed out of the glens onto the flat moorland of > the 
Easky peninsula where the evemng light was a cold ochre gleam- 
mg across green bogland that was streaked with aU the weedy 
colours of a strand at ebb. At Balhna she suggested that they 
should have tea. 

‘It will be a pleasant change of diet ! ’ he said. 

When they had found a cafe and she was ordering the tea he 
said to the waitress : 

‘And bring lots of hot buttered toast.’ 

"This,’ she said, as she poured out the tea and held up the milk 
jug questiomngly, ‘is a new techmque of seduction. Milk?’ 

‘Are you having milk?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘No, then ’ 

"Some mce hot buttered toast ? ’ 

"Are you havmg toast?’ he demanded. 

"Why the bloody hell should it be up to me to decide?’ 

‘I asked you a pohte question,’ he said rudely. 

"No.’ 

"No I’ 

They looked at one another as they sipped the black tea like two 
people who are f allin g head over heels mto hatred of one another. 

‘Could you possibly teU me,’ he said presently, "why I bother 
my head with a fool of a woman hke you ?’ 

‘I can only suppose, Bobby, that it is because we are in love 
With one another.’ 

‘I can only suppose so,’ he growled. Tet’s get on I ’ 

They took the longest way round he could find on the map, 
west mto County Mayo, across between the lakes at Pontoon, 
over the level bogland to Castlebar. Here the mountains waUed 
in the bogland plam with cobalt air — in the fadmg hght the land 
was losmg all sohdity. Clouds like soapsuds rose and rose over 
me edges of the mountams until, they glowed as if there was a 
e of embers behmd the blue ranges. In Castlebar he pulled up 
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by the post office and telephoned to the hotel at SalthiU for 
, dinner and two rooms. When he came out he saw a poster in a 
shop wmdow and said : 

‘Why don't we go to the pictures? It wiH kiU a couple of 
hours.' 

'Ey nghts/ she said, ‘you ought to be driving me home to 
Dublin.' 

hf you wish me to I wiQ.' 

‘Would you if I asked you?' 

*00 you want me to^' 

‘I suppose it’s rather late now, isn't it?' 

‘Not at all Fast going we could be there about on® o’clock. 
Shall we?' 

‘It wouldn't help. George is away I'd have to bring you m and 
give you something to eat, and . . Let's go to the blasted movies !' 

The film was Charley’s Aunt. They watched its slapstick 
gloomily. When they came out, after nine o’clock, there was still 
a vestigial hght in the sky. They drove on and on, westward 
stiU, prolonging the light, prolongmg the drive, holding off the 
night’s decision Before RiUary they paused at a black-faced lake, 
got out, and stood beside its quarried beauty. Nothmg along its 
stony beach but a few wind-tom rushes. 

T could eat you,’ he said. 

She rephed that only lovers and cannibals talk like that. 

They dawdled past the long fiord of Killary where young 
people on hohday sat outside the hotel, their drinks on the trestled 
tables In Chfden the street was empty, people aheady climbmg 
to bed, as the hghts m the upper windows showed They 
branched off on the long coastal road where the sparse white- 
washed cottages were whiter than the foam of waves that barely 
suggested sea. At another darker strand they halted, but now they 
saw no foam at all and divmed the sea only by its mvisible 
whispering, or when a star touched a wave. Midmght was nov/ 
only an hour away. 

Their headlights sent rocks and rabbits into movement. The 
heather streamed past them hke kangaroos It was well past 
eleven as they poured along the lonely land by Galway Bay. 
Neither of them had spoken for an hour. As they drove mto 
SidthiU there was nobody abroad. Galway was dark. Only the 
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porch light of the hotel showed that it was ahve. When he turned 
off the engme the only sound at first was the crinkle of contract- 
mg metal as the engme began to cool. Then to their right they 
heard the lisping bay. The panel button ht the dashboard clock. 

'A quarter to/ he said, leaning back. She neither spoke nor 
stirred. ‘Jenny P he said sharply. 

She turned her head slowly and by the dashboard light he saw 
her white smile. 

‘Yes, darhng?* 

‘W om out ? ’ he asked, and patted her knee. 

She vibrated her whole body so that the seat shook, and, 
stretched her arms about her head, and lowermg them let her 
head faU on his shoulder, and sighed happdy, and said : 

What I want is a good long drink of anythmg on earth except 
tea.’ 

These homing twelve o’clockers from Lough Derg are well 
known m every hotel aU over the west of Ireland. Revelry is the 
reward of penance. The porter welcomed them as if they were 
heroes returned from the war. As he led them to their rooms he 
praised them, he sympathized with them, he patted them up and 
he patted them down, he assured them that the ntual gnll was at 
that moment sizzlmg over the fire, he proffered them hot baths, 
and he told them where to discover the bar. Te will discover 
it . . .’ was his phrase. The wordmg was exact, for the bar’s gaiety 
was muffled by dim hghtmg, drawn blmds, locked doors. In the 
overheated room he took off his jacket and unloosed his tie. They 
had to win a comer of the counter, and his order was for two 
highballs with ice m them. Within two nunutes they were at 
home with the crowd The island might never have existed if the 
barmaid, who knew where they had come from, had not laughed: 

T suppose ye’ll ate like lions ? ’ 

After supper they relished the bar once more, sippmg slowly 
now, so refreshed that they could have started on the road again 
without distaste or regret. As they sipped they gradually became 
aware of a soft stnimmmg and drumming near at hand, and , 
v/ere told that there was a dance on m the hotel next door. He 
raised his eyebrows to her. She laughed and nodded. 


Tliey gave it up at three o'clock and walked out into the 
warm-cool of the early summer mommg. Gently tipsy, gently 
tired they walked to the httle promenade. They leaned on the 
lading and he put his arm about her waist, and she put hers 
wund his, and they gazed at the moon sdently rakmg its path 
across the sea towards Aran They had come, she knew, to the 
decisive moment He said : TTiey have a fine mght for it tomght 
on the island.' 

*A better mght than we had,' she said tremulously. 

After another spell of wave fall and sdence he said : 

, TX) you know what I'm think ing, Jenny? I'm thinkmg that I 
wouldn’t mind gomg back there agam next year. Maybe I might 
do It properly the next time ?' 

‘The next time?' she whispered, and all her body began to dis- 
solve and, closmg her eyes, she leaned against him. He, too, 
dosed his eyes, and all his body became as rigid as a steel guder 
that flutters in a storm. Slowly they opened their love-drunk 
eyes, and stood looking long over the bnghtness and blackness of 
the sea Then, gently, ever so gently, with a gentleness that 
temfied her he said : 

Shall we go m, my s^veet?' 

She did not shr She did not speak. Slowly tummg to hun she 

ted her eyes to him pleadmgly. 

‘No, Bobby, please, not yet.' 

. ‘Not yet?’ 

‘Not tomght I' 

He looked down at her, and drew his arms about her They 
passionately. She knew what that kiss imphed. Their 
'^uths parted. Hand in hand they walked slov/ly back to the 

tel, to their separate rooms. 
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